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THE 


PRINTER 

T  O  T  H  E 

READER. 


WHEN  the  Author  of  thefe  Verfes  (Writ¬ 
ten  only  to  pleafe  bimfelf,  and  fucli 
particular  Perfons  to  whom  they  were 
directed)  returned  from  abroad  fame  Tears  face. 
Me  Was  troubled  to  find  his  Name  in  Print ,  but 
fomewhat  fatisfied  to  fee  his  Lines  fo  ill  rendred 
that  he  might  jufily  difown  them,  and  fay  to  a  mi- 
flaking  Primer,  as  one  did  to  an  ill  Reciter - 

Male  dum  recitas,  incipit  efle  tuum. 

Having  been  ever  fince  prefed  to  correct  the  ma¬ 
ny  and  grofs  Faults  ( fuch  as  ufe  to  be  in  Impreffons 
wholly  neglected  by  the  Authors)  his  Anfwer  was, 
that  he  made  thefe  when  ill  Verfes  had  more  Fa¬ 
vour  and  efcaped  better,  than  good  ones  do  in  this 
Age ;  the  Severity  whereof  he  thought  not  unhap¬ 
pily  diverted  by  thofe  Faults  in  the  Imfrejfon,  which 
A  2  hitherto) 
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kfBtg  old  Rags  (or  fitch  like  ugly  things)  upon  their 
■  ffnjfl  HU fis’. died  ethek  '§doit!y:  Creatures,  to  fiecure 
'stbiiri'tigSictfe  '&aJc;K(tticn\,  ftr.fi  for  thofie  of  a  more 
confin'd  Underfunding,  who  pretend  not  to  Cenfure, 
us  they  admire  mofi  what  they  leaf;  comprehend , 
ro  his  Verfies  (maim’d  to  that  degree  that  himfelf 
fcurce  knew  what  to  make  ofi  many  of  them)  might 
■hat  way  at  leaf:  hate  a  Title  to  Jcme  Admit ati- 
m ;  which  is  no  fmall  matter ,  if  what  an  old  Au¬ 
thor  obferzes  be  true ,  That  the  Aim  ofi  Orators,  is 
Vickery-,  of  Hifiori eras.  Truth-,  and  of  Poets,  Ad¬ 
miration  ;  He  had  rca.fon  therefore  to  indulge  thofie 
Vaults  in  his  Book  whereby  it  might  be  reconciled 
to  fame,  and  commended  to  others. 

The  Printer  alfio  he  thought  would  fare  theworfe, 
if  thofie  Vaults  were  amended ;  for  we  fee  maimed 
Statues  fell  better  than  whole  ones,  and  dipt  and 
wafl it  Many  goes  about,  when  the  entire  and  weighty 
lies  hoarded  up.  Thefc  arc  the  Reafons  which  for 
abeze  twelve  Years  pafl  he  has  oppofed  to  our  Re- 
c^uefl  -,  To  which  it  was  reply’ d,  that  as  it  would 
be  too  late  to  recal  that  which  had  fo  long  been 
made  publick,  fo  might  it  find  Vxcufe  from  his 
Youth  (the  Seafon  it  was  produced  in :)  And  for 
what  had  been  done  fince,  and  now  added ,  if  it 
commend  not  his  Poetry ,  it  might  his  Philofophy, 
which  teaches  him  fo  chearfuliy  to  bear  fo  great  a 
Calamity,  as  the  lofs  cf  the  Part  of  his  Vortune 
(torn  from  him  in  Prifon,  in  which,  and  in  Bu- 
nifhment,  the  befi  Portion  of  Lis  Life  hath  alfio 
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been  /pent)  that  he  can  flill.Jing  under  the  Bur¬ 
then,  not  unlike  that  Roman, 

- Quern  demifere  Philippi 

Decals  humilem  pennis  inopemque  Pate  mi 
Et  Laris,  £c  fundi - 

Whofe  Jpreading  Wings  the  Civil  War  had  dipt, 
And  him  of  his  old  Patrimony  flript. 

Who  yet  net  long  after  could  fay, 

Mails  amicus  Triftitiam  8c  Metus 
Tradam  prorervis  in  Mare  Greticum 
Poitare  vends. 

They  that  acquainted  with  the  Mufes  be. 

Send  Care  and  Sorrow  by  the  Wnds  to  Sea. 

Not  fo  much  nr.ved  with  thefe  Reafons  of  curs, 
(or  pleas'd  with  our  Rhimes )  as  wearied  with  our 
Importunity,  he  has  at  lajl  gi  ven  us  leave  to  ajfure 
the  Reader,  Ihat  the  Poems  which  have  been  fo 
long  and  fo  ill  fet  forth  under  his  Name,  are  here 
to  be  found  as  he  firfl  writ  them as  afo  to  add 
fame  othcrswhich  have  Jmce  been  compofed  by  him. 
And  though  his  Advice  to  the  contrary  might  have 
dfcourag d  us-,  yet  obferving  how  often  they  have 
been  Reprinted,  what  Price  they  have  born,  and 
mow  earneflly  they  have  been  always  enquired  af¬ 
ter,  but  cfpecially  of  late-,  making  good  that  of 
Horace, 

- — Meliora  dies,  ut  Vina,  Pocmata  reddit: 

A  3  Some 


The  PRINTER, 

Some  Verfes  being  (like  fome  Wines )  recommended 
+itr  Tafte  by  Time  and  Age,  toe  have  adventur’d 
upon  this  new  and  well  correBed  Edition,  which, 
for  our  own  fakes,  as  well  as  thine,  we  hope  will 
fucceed  better  than  he  apprehended. 

Vivitur  ingen  io,  Cxtera  mortis  ernnt. 


■POSTSCRIPT. 

NO T  having  the  fame  Argument  as  at  firft 
to  perfuade  the  Author  that  I  might  print 
his  Verfes  more  correflly,  which  he  found  fo  ill 
done  at  his  Return:  1  have  now  adventured, 
without  giving  him  farther  Trouble,  by  impor¬ 
tuning  him  for  a  new  PermilTion,  to  colledt  all 
I  can  find,  either  left  out  of  the  former  Edition, 
or  fuch  as  have  been  fince  made  by  him ;  to 
which  I  am  the  more  encouraged,  becaufe  the 
firft  (tho’  molt  of  them  were  compos’d  Fifty  or 
Sixty  Years  fince)  feem  ftill  New j  which  would 
be  more  ftrange  in  fo  changing  a  Language,  had 
it  not  been  by  him  improved  5  which  may  make 
one  think  it  tyue,  that  I  have  heard  from  fome 

learned  Criticks,  that  Virgil,  when  he  faid - 

Nova  carmina  pango,  meant  not  Verfes  that  were 
never  feen  before,  (for  in  that  Senfe  all  at  firft 
are  new,)  but  fuch  as  he  thought  might  be  ever 
New.  May  thefe  ftill  appear  to  be  io,  for  the 
Biverfion  of  the  Readers,  and  Intereft  of 

Their  Humble  Servant.  | 

A  N 
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ACCOUNT 

O  F  T  H  E 


LIFE  and  WRITINGS 

O  F 


Edmond  Waller 5  Efq; 


Edmond  Waller,  Author  of 
the  following  Poems,  was 
the  Son  of  Robert  Waller, Efq ; 
of  Agmondefham  in  Bucking¬ 
ham]})  ire,  by  his  Wife  the 

Daughter  of - Hampden 

of  Hampden,  in  that  County, 
one  of  the  mod  ancient  Families  in  England, 
and  Sifter  to  Colonel  John  Hampden,  as 
Dr.  Birch  allur'd  us,  who  having  been  a  lead- 
A  4.  ing 
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ing  Member  in  the  Parliament  in  1641,  dyed 
in  its  Service.  Mr.  Waller  was  born  on  the 
gd  of  March  i6oy,  at  Colejhill,  which  gives 
Bertfordfjire  the  Honour  of  his  Birth;  for 
though  Colefhill  be  in  the  Parifh  of  Agmonde- 
fham,  ’tis  in  the  County  of  Hertford.  His  Fa¬ 
ther  had  the  Reputation  of  a  Wife  Man,  and 
his  Oeconomy  was  one  of  the  difldngui  filing 
Marks  of  his  Prudence:  For  though  the  Fa¬ 
mily  of  Waller  in  Buckingham/hire  was  but  a 
younger  Branch  of  the  Wallers  of  Kent,  yet 
this  Gentleman  at  his  Death  left  his  Son,  our 
Mr.  Waller,  an  Eftate  of  35-00/.  a  Year;  a 
Fortune  at  that  Time  fit  for  a  Nobleman:  And 
indeed,  the  Antiquity  of  this  Family,  andjthc 
Services  they  have  rendred  their  Country,  de- 
fervedly  place  it  amongfl:  the  mod  Honourable 
in  England.  Mr.  Robert  Waller,  Father  of  Ed¬ 
mond,  was  bred  a  Lawyer,  and  pradtiied  at 
the  Bar  fome  time,  but  quitted  it,  to  live  the  Life 
of  a  Country  Gentleman;  which  he  often  re¬ 
pented,  looking  upon  it  as  too  idle.  He  had 
a  great  Efteem  for  the  Common  Law,  the 
Study  of  which  he  preferr’d  to  the  Civil.  He 
was  a  Man  of  Parts  and  Virtue,  and  wrote 
Advice  to  his  Son,  Mr.  Edmond  Waller-,  which 
Manufcript  is  in  the  Hands  of  Mrs.  Waller, 
Widow  of  Dr.  Stephen  Waller,  our  Poet’s  Son. 
Thofc  who  have  feen  it  commend  it.  This 
Mr.  Waller,  as  has  been  obferv’d,  improv’d  the 
Efiate  fo  much,  that  ’twas  look’d  upon  to  be 
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one  of  the  beft  in  the  County,  and  there  was 
a  kind  of  Emulation  between  the  Families  of 
Hampden  and  Waller  on  that  Score.  Richard 
Waller,  of  Spendburft  in  the  County  of  Kent,  Efcj; 
was  Sheriff’  of  that  County  the  1 6th  of  Hen¬ 
ry  VI.  of  whom  we  read  this  remarkable  Ac¬ 
count  in  the  Villare  Cant  turn.  He  lery’d  in 
the  Wars  of  France ,  under  Henry  V.  and  iig- 
naliz’d  himfelf  do  far  that  he  took  Charles  Duke 
of  Orleans,  General  of  the  French  Army,  Pri- 
foner  at  the  Battel  of  Agencoart.  He  brought 
him  into  England,  and  according  to  the  Cu- 
ftom  of  thofe  Times,  had  the  Cuftody  of  that 
Prince,  whom  he  kept  in  honourable  Reftraint 
at  Gromebridge,  his  Seat,  near  Spendhurft ;  as 
appears  by  a  Manufcript  in  the  Heralds  Office. 
The  Dukewas  his  Priioner  there  twenty  four 
Years;  and  in  the  Time  of  this  Retirement  he 
rebuilt  his  Manfion-Houle  at  Gromebridge  on 
the  old  Foundation.  He  was  a  great  Bene¬ 
factor  to  the  Church  of  Spendhurfl,  where  his 
Arms  remain  in  Stone-work  over  the  Porch ; 
and  in  them  we  find  an  Addition  to  the  for¬ 
mer  Bearing  of  the  Family,  a  digued  by  King 
Henry  to  him  and  his  Defendants,  viz.  A 
Creft  with  the  Arms  of  France  hanging  by  a 
Label  on  an  Oak,  with  this  Motto,  Hoc  fruchis 
Virtutis,  in  remembrance  of  the  glorious  Ser¬ 
vices  of  Rich.  Waller  at  Agencoitrt.  From  him 
Sir  William  Waller,  who  was  Sheriff  of  Kent 
the  22d  of  Henry  VII.  lineally  defended;  and 
A  y  Tradition 
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Tradition  fays,  the  Family  had  then  7000/.  a 
Year.  But  it  was  very  much  reduced  in  the 
Time  of  Sir  William  Waller,  famous  in  the 
Wars  between  the  King  and  Parliament  for 
his  good  and  bad  Fortune;  which  Sir  William 
lineally  defcended  from  the  former,  of  whom 
probably  is  that  noble  Monument  in  Spendhurfi 
Church  of  Sir  Walter  Waller  and  bus  Lady, 
who  in  the  Roll  of  Sheriffs  may  by  milbakebe 
written  Sir  William.  We  cou’d  not  learn  at 
what  Time  the  Wallers  of  Bvxkingbamfhire  re¬ 
moved  thither  out  of  Kent ,  and  fettled  a tAg- 
mondefham ;  but  it  feems  not  to  have  been  long 
before  Mr.  Waller’s  Father's  Time,  becaufe  a 
Family  of  fuch  a  Fortune  could  not  have  e- 
lcap’d  furnifhing  the  County  with  a  Sheriff, 
and  we  find  none  of  this  Name  in  the  Rolls. 
The  Houle  at  Agmondefibam  being  old  and  de¬ 
caying,  Mr.  Waller,  of  whom  we  write,  lived 
moftly  at  Beconsfield,  where  his  Mother  dwelt 
in  her  Widowhood,  and  often  entertain’d  Oli¬ 
ver  Cromtoeil  there,  during  his  Ufurpation,  he 
being  related  to  her.  But  notwithftanding  her 
Relation  to  the  Ufurper,  and  Colonel  Hamp¬ 
den,  fhc  was  a  Royalift  in  her  Principles;  and 
when  Oliver  vilited  her  at  Beconsfield,  flie  would 
frankly  tell  him  how  his  Pretenfions  would 
end.  The  Ufurper  us’d  merrily  to  throw  a  Nap¬ 
kin  at  her  in  return,  and  faid  he  wou’d  not 
enter  into  further  Difputes  with  his  Aunt ;  for 
fe  he  us’d  to  call  her,  though  not  quite  fo 

nearly 
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nearly  related.  However,  finding  at  lafl  that 
Mrs.  Waller  was  more  in  eameft  than  he  was 
in  jeft,  and  that  fhe  correfponded  with  Per- 
fons  of  her  own  Principles,  in  favour  of  the 
King,  flie  was  for  fome  time  made  a  Prifoner 
to  her  Daughter  in  her  own  Houle. 

Mr.  Waller's  Father  dying  when  he  was  ve¬ 
ry  young,  the  Care  of  his  Education  fell  to 
his  Mother,  who  fent  him  to  Eaton  School, 
where  having  made  a  good  Proficiency  in 
Grammar  Learning,  he  was  remov'd  to  King's 
College  in  Cambridge ;  and  it  is  very  manifeft, 
that  both  at  Eaton  and  at  Cambridge  he  mull 
have  been  alfiduous  in  his  Studies,  fince  he 
acquir’d  fo  fine  a  Tafte  of  the  Ancients  in  fo 
fhort  a  Time;  for  at  fixteen  or  feven teen  Years 
of  Age  he  was  chofen  into  the  lafl;  Parliament 
of  King  James  I.  and  ferv'd  as  Burgefs  for 
Agrnondefham.  'Twas  about  the  fame  time, 
in  the  feventeenth  Year  of  his  Age,  that 
Prince  Charles  had  like  to  have  been  call  away 
in  the  Road  of  St.  Andre  coming  from  Spain. 
Upon  which  he  wrote  that  admirable  Poem, 

Now  had  his  Highnefs  bid  Farewel  to  Spain, 

And  reach’d  the  Sphere  of  his  own  Fow’r ,  the 
Main. 

at  an  Age,  when,  generally  fpeaking,  Perfons 
of  the  moft  forward  Parts  begin  juft  to  dis¬ 
cover  themfelves,  and  at  a  Time  when  the 
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Dnglifh  Poetry  had  hardly  any  Harmony  or 
Grace  in  it.  But  he  rofe  like  a  great  Reformer, 
and  fhcok  off  at  once  the  Barbarifm  and 
Rudenefs,  under  which  it  had  Jong  labour’d. 

Great  Maro  coud  no  greater  Tempeft  feign. 

When  the  loud  Winds,  ufurping  on  the  Main, 

For  angry  Juno,  labour’d  to  dejlroy 
The  hated  Reliques  of  confounded  Troy. 

His  bold  fEneas,  (yc. 

]?  this  was  not  written  at  that  very  Time 
(which  is  probable)  it  could  not  be  long  after 
it,  as  is  plain  by  feveral  Hints  in  the  Poem. 
That  Parliament  being  fome  time  after  dif- 
folv’d,  on  the  Day  of  its  Difiblvtion,  he,  out 
ofCuriofity  or  Reipecfwcnt  to  fee  the  King  at 
Dinner,  with  whom  were  Dr.  Andrews,  Bi- 
fhop  of  Winchefler,  and  Dr.  Neal  Bifhop  of 
Durham,  {landing  behind  his  Majefty’s  Chair. 
There  happen’d  fomething  very  extraordinary 
in  the  Converfation  thofe  Prelates  had  with 
the  King,  on  which  Mr.  Waller  did  often  re- 
fled!.  His  Majefty  ask’d  the  Bi  drops,  My  Lords, 
cannot  I  tahe  my  Subjects  Many  when  I  want  it, 
without  all  this  Formality  in  Farliament?  The 
Bifhop  of  Durham  readily  anfwer’d,  God  for¬ 
bid,  Sir,  but  you  fl.ou’d,  you  are  the  Breath  of 
our  Nofirils :  Whereupon  the  King  turned,  and 
faid  to  the  Bifhop  of  Winchefler,  Well,  my  Lord, 
what  fay  you?  Sir,  replied  the  Bifhop,  I  have  j 
no  Skill  to  judge  of  Farli ament  ary  Cafes:  The 

King  I 
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King  anfwer’d,  No  Fut-offs,  my  Lord,  anfwer 
me  prefently:  Then  Sir,  { aid  he,  I  think  it’s  lawful 
for  you  to  take  my  Brother  Need’s  Mony,  for  he  of¬ 
fers  it.  Mr.  Waller  laid  the  Company  was  plealed 
with  this  Anfwer,  and  the  Wit  of  it  feemed 
to  affe£t  the  King:  For  a  certain  Lord  com¬ 
ing  in  loon  after,  his  Majcfly  cry’d  oat,  Oh 
my  Lord,  they  fay  you  lig  with  my  Lady:  No, 
Sir,  fays  his  Lordihip  in  Confuiion,  but  I  like 
her  Company  becaufe  floe  has  fo  much  Wit.  Why 
then,  fays  the  King,  do  you  not  lig  with  my  Lord 
of  Winchefter  there  ?  The  Truth  of  this  Con- 
verfation  is  not  to  be  doubted,  it  having  been 
often  told  Dr.  Birch  by  Mr.  Waller  himfelf,  one 
of  whofe  Daughters  he  marryed;  and  the 
Doffcor  communicated  it  to  us,  with  feveral 
other  Paflages  concerning  our  Author. 

YAng  James  did  not  long  iurvive  this  Parlia¬ 
ment,  and  his  Son  and  Succefior  King  Charles 
the  Firft  beginning  his  Reign  by  a  Match  with 
France,  and  a  War  foon  after  with  Spain,  the  Fleet 
that  was  fitted  out  and  fent  thither  under  the 
Command  of  my  Lord  Wimbledon,  was  pro¬ 
bably  the  Occafion  of  the  Copy  of  Verfes 
which  begins  this  Collection,  To  the  King  on 
his  Navy,  in  the  Year  1616,  which  was  the 
Time  of  that  Expedition j  and  the  Englifh  Na¬ 
vy  is  hardly  mentioned  in  Hiftory  from  the 
Year  in  which  Mr.  Waller  was  born,  ’till  this 
the  One  and  Twentieth  of  his  Age:  For  which 
Reafon  we  may  very  well  imagine  the  Noife. 
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of  this  Naval  Enterprise  infpir’d  his  Mule  to 
ling  to  his  Majeily, 

Where -e'er  thy  Navy  fpreads  her  Canvas  Wings, 

Homage  to  thee,  and  Peace  to  all  fie  brings. 

Two  Years  after  this,  when  Mr.  Waller 
was  Three  and  Twenty  Years  old,  the  Duke 
of  Buckingham  was  allaffinated  by  Felton  at 
Portfmouth.  King  Charles  was  then  at  South- 
wick,  a  Seat  of  Richard  Norton,  Eft];  in  Hamp- 
(hire,  and  received  the  News  of  this  Allaffina- 
tion  when  he  was  at  Chappel ;  and  this  gave 
Occalion  to  another  Copy  of  Verles  On  his 
Majeftys  receiving  the  News  of  the  Duke  0/ Buck¬ 
ingham’.;  Heath,  in  the  Tear  1618. 

So  earnefi  with  thy  God,  can  no  new  Care, 

No  Senfe  of  Danger,  8tc. 

Our  Author  was  now  known  at  Court,  and 
carefs’d  by  all  the  People  of  Quality,  who  had 
a  Relilh  of  Learning  and  Wit ;  He  was  alfo  one 
of  that  Famous  Club  with  the  Lord  Falkland, 
Sir  Francis  Wainman,  Mr .  Chillingworth ,  Mr.  Go- 
dolphin,  and  others.  At  one  of  their  Meetings 
they  heard  a  Noife  in  the  Street,  and  were  told 
a  Son  of  Ben  fohnfon's  was  arrefftd  :  They 
fent  for  him,  and  he  prov’d  Mr.  Morley,  after¬ 
wards  Bifhop  of  Wincbejler :  Mr.  Waller  lik’d 
hj*n  fo  well  that  he  pay’d  the  Debt,  which  was 

no 
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no  lefs  than  100/,  on  condition  he  would  live 
with  him  at  Beconsfield,  which  he  did  eight  or 
ten  Years  together;  and  from  him  Mr. Waller 
us’d  to  own  he  learn ’d  a  Tafte  of  the  antient 
Poets,  and  got  what  he  had  of  their  Genius. 
But  ’tis  evident,  by  his  Poems  written  before 
this  Incident  of  Mr.Morley’s  Arreft,  that  he  had 
early  acquir’d  that  exquilite  Tafie ;  however  he 
improv’d  and  enlarg’d  it  afterwards  by  Mr.  Mor¬ 
n’s  Converfation  and  Afliftance,  to  whom 
this  Adventure  prov’d  very  advantageous;  for 
Mr  .Waller  introduced  him  into  that  learned  and 
polite  Society,  as  my  Lord  Falkland  did  Mr  .Hyde 
Earl  of  Clarendon,  at  the  fame  Time ;  and  the 
Friendfhip  continued  between  them  ’till  both 
were  greater  Men. 

We  have  not  been  able  to  learn  certainly  at 
what  Time  Mr  .Waller  married;  but  a  very 
good  Friend  of  his  told  us,  he  believ’d  his  firft 
Wife  Ann,  Daughter  and  Heir  of  Edward 
Banks,  Eft];  was  dead,  before  he  became  ena¬ 
mour’d  of  my  Lady  Dorothy  Sydney,  and  that 
he  was  then  a  Widower,  and  about  the  Four 
or  Five  and  Twent'eth  Year  of  his  Age,  when 
he  began  to  have  a  Paftion  for  SachariJJ'a,  whole 
Beauty  triumphs  over  Time  in  his  Verfes.  ’Tis 
known  to  every  one,  that  Sacharijfa  was  a  bor¬ 
rowed  Name  he  gave  that  Lady,  Daughter  to 
the  Lord  Leicefier,  and  afterwards  Wife  to  the 
Earl  of  Sunderland.  The  firft  Poem  he  addreftes 
to  her  in  this  Colle&ion,  begins. 


Such 
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Such  -teas  Philoclea,  fuels  Muddorus  flame. 
The  matchlefs  Sydney,  that  immortal  Frame 
Of  perfect  Beauty,  See. 

She  likewife  is  the  Sabjed  of  that  Poem  cn- 
tituled,  Of  the  Lady  mho  can  fleep  -when  fl>e  plea- 
fes ;  and  of  that  Of  the  Mif-report  of  her  being 
painted  ;  and  of  that  Of  her  pajfing  through  a 
Crowd  of  People ;  But  that  which  paints  out  her 
and  himfclf,  and  the  Succefs  of  his  Love  the 
plaineft,  is,  the  Fable  of  Phoebus  and  Daphne: 

Thyrfis,  a  Youth  of  the  Tnfpired  Train, 

Fair  SacharilTa  lov'd,  but  lov’d  in  vain, 

Like  Phoebus,  (yc . 

This  is  ore  of  the  mod  Gallant  and  bed:  turn’d 
Copies  of  Verfes  in  the  Englifly  Tongue;  and 
that  which  he  applies  to  himfelf  with  a  model? 
and  juft  Boldnefs,  can  never  be  enough  ad¬ 
mir’d. 

All  but  the  Nymph,  that  fhould  redrefs  his  Wrong, 
Attend  his  Pajfion,  and  approve  his  Song : 

Like  Phoebus  thus,  acquiring  unfought  Praife, 
He  catch’ d  at  Love,  and  fill'd  his  Arms  with  Bays. 

Nothing  can  be  mc-re  agreeable  titan  the  Paral¬ 
lel  between  Amoret  and  Sacharijfa,  in  the  Stan¬ 
za’s  addrefs’d  to  the  former.  Who  that  Amo¬ 
ret  was,  is  not  known.  Though  in  thefc  Stanza’s 
*  Sachariftt 
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Sacharijfa  carries  him  away  from  Amoret ,  yet  by 
l'ome  Vcri.es  in  the  Pages  that  come  after,  we 
may  fuppofe  Sacharijfa’ s  Cruelty  made  him  pre¬ 
fer  Amoret's  good  Nature.  It  appears  by  the 
Verfes  to  Vbillis  and  others,  Mr.  Wallers  Love 
for  Sacharijfa  did  not  make  him  forget  what 
was  due  to  the  Beauty  of  other  Ladies,  and  that 
they  were  not  all  of  them  ib  unjuft  to  him,  as 
fhe  whom  he  of  all  moft  admired.  His  good 
Fortune  elfewhere  might  perhaps  render  him 
the  more  eafie  under  her  Treatment;  and  we 
find  he  was  not  of  a  Complexion  to  become  a 
Martyr  to  his  Paflion ;  as  will  appear  from  the 
following  Letter,  which  he  fent  to  the  Lady 
Dorothy’s  Sifter,  when  Sacharijfa  Married  the 
Lord  Spencer ,  afterwards  Earl  of  Sunderland. 

To  my  Lady  Lucy  Sydney,  upon  the  Marriage 
of  my  Lady  Dorothy ,  her  Sifter,  to  my  Lord 
Spencer. 

Madam, 

T  N  this  Common  Joy  at  Penfhurft  I  know  none 
to  whom  Complaints  may  come  lefs  unfeafo ta¬ 
ble  than  to  your  Lady  (hip,  theLofs  of  a  Bed-fellow 
being  alrnoji  equal  to  that  of  a  Mif refs-,  and  there¬ 
fore  you  ought  at  leaf  to  pardon,  if  you  confent 
not  to  the  Imprecations  of  the  Deferted,  which  juft 
Heaven  no  doubt  will  hear. 
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May  my  Lady  Dorothy,  if  we  may  yet  call  her 
fo,  fuffer  as  much,  and  have  the  like  Paffon  for 
this  young  Lord,  whom  fie  has  pref err'd  to  the  ref 
of  Mankind,  as  others  have  had  for  her ;  and  may 
this  Love,  before  the  Tear  go  about,  make  her  tafle 
of  the  firfl  Curfe  impos’d  on  Womankind;  the  Tains 
of  becoming  a  Mother.  May  her  firfl-bom  be  none 
of  her  own  Sex,  nor  fo  like  her,  but  that  he  may 
refemble  her  Lord  as  much  as  her  felf. 

May  fee  that  always  ajfecied  Silence  and  Re- 
tirednefs,  have  the  Hcufe  fil’d  with  the  Noife  and 
Number  of  her  Children,  and  hereafer  of  her 
Grand-Children,  and  then  may  fie  arrive  at  that 
great  Curfe  fo  much  declin’d  by  fair  Laches,  Old 
Age :  May  fie  live  to  be  very  old,  and  yet  feem 
young,  be  told  fo  by  her  Glafs,  and  have  no  Aches 
to  inform  her  of  the  Truth:  And  when  fie  fiall 
appear  to  be  mortal,  may  her  Lord  not  mourn  for 
her,  but  go  Hand  in  Hand  with  her  to  that  Place, 
where  we  are  told  there  is  neither  marrying  nor 
giving  in  Marriage,  that  being  there  divorced,  we 
may  all  have  an  equal  Interefl  in  her  again.  My 
Revenge  being  immortal,  I  wifi  all  this  may  alfo 
bfall  their  Poflerity  to  the  World’s  End,  and  after¬ 
wards. 

To  you.  Madam,  I  wifi  all  good  things,  and 
that  this  Lofs  may  in  good  Time  be  happily  fupply- 
ed  with  a  more  confiant  Bed-fellow  of  the  other 
Sex. 


Madam 
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Madam,  I  humbly  kifs  your  Hands,  and  beg 
Pardon  for  this  Trouble,  from 

YourLadyfhip’s  mod  hutnble  Servant, 

E.  WALLER. 

He  liv’d  to  converle  with  the  Lady  Sunder¬ 
land  when  fhe  was  very  old :  But  his  Impre¬ 
cation  relating  to  herGlafsdid  not  fucceed,  for 
my  Lady  knew  fhe  had  the  Dileafe,  which  no¬ 
thing  but  Death  can  cure ;  and  in  a  Converfa- 
tion  with  Mr.  Waller,  and  i'ome  other  Ladies 
and  Gentlemen  at  the  late  Lady  Wharton’s  at 
Woburn  near  Beconsfield ,  fhe  then  ask’d  him  in 
Raillery,  When,  Mr.  Waller,  will  you  write  fetch 
fine  Verfes  upon  me  again  ?  Oh,  Madam,  laid  he, 
when  your  Ladijhip  is  as  young  again.  From 
this  Beauty  is  defeended  the  prefent  Earl 
of  Sunderland,  whole  great  Qualities,  whole 
Integrity  and  Love  of  his  Country  have  made 
his  Name  dear  to  every  true  Englijh  Man. 
Mr.  Waller  had  Sachariffa’s  Pidiure  at  his  Seat 
at  Hall  Barn,  which  he  built  about  a  quarter 
of  a  Mile  from  Beconsfield,  his  Mother  living 
in  that  Town.  That  Seat  has  been  lince  Re¬ 
built  by  Dr  .Stephen  Waller  his  Son,  and  is  now 
a  very  handfome  Edifice. 

Befides  all  the  great  Wits  of  his  own,  Mr  Laf¬ 
fer  convers’d  with  all  thofe  of  the  Fair  Sex ; 
the  chief  of  whom  was  the  Countefs  of  Car- 
hfle,  a  Lady  very  famous  in  her  Time,  and 

one 


Xiv  An  Account  of  the  Life,  &C. 

®ne  who  was  thought  to  be  as  deeply  concern¬ 
ed  in  the  Councils  of  the  Court,  and  after¬ 
wards  of  the  Parliament,  as  any  in  England. 
When  Voiture  was  at  London,  he  held  her  in 
fuch  Admiration,  that  he  could  not  forbear 
writing  of  her  to  his  Friend  Mr .Gourden,  when 
he  was  got  no  farther  than  Dover,  in  his  return 
to  France.  We  may  very  well  imagine,  a  Man 
of  Mr. Waller  s  Genius  wou’d  not  le:  iuch  a  one 
as  Voiture,  (who  had  fo  great  a  Turn  to  Gal¬ 
lantry)  be  in  England,  without  making  fome 
Acquaintance  with  him;  and,  if  our  Con- 
jedture  is  right,  we  fhall  find  him  in  an  Inti¬ 
macy  with  the  greatefl:  Wits  of  France,  Voi¬ 
ture,  La  Fontaine,  St.  Evremont,  8tc. 

His  Wife  Anne  dying  in  Childbed,  left:  him 
one  Daughter,  who  marry ’d  Mr,  Dormer  of 
Oxfordfhire,  and  is  now  has  Widow;  he  had 
likewife  a  Son  by  her,  but  he  dy’d  in  his  In¬ 
fancy.  His  Second  Wife  was  Mary,  of  the 
Family  of  the  Brejfe,  or  Breaux's,  as  is  feen  by 
the  Inicripticn  on  his  Tomb,  by  whom  he  had 
a  numerous  Iffue. 

There’s  no  doubt,  but  had  Mr.  Waller  liv’d 
in  an  Age  when  Parliaments  were  frequent, 
he  wou’d  have  diffinguifh’d  himlelf  as  much 
by  his  Politicks,  as  by  his  Poetry;  but  his  Re¬ 
lation  to  the  Hampden  Family  inducing  him  to 
Elpoufe  the  Party  which  was  again!!  Ship- 
mony,  and  other  Practices  in  thoi'e  Times,  he 
never  was  acceptable  to  the  Reigning  Favou¬ 
rites, 
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rites,  further  than  ’Ills  'iUme  made  lima;  ’and 
this  Life  of  Inaction  is  perhaps  the  Occalion  of 
his  giving  .tip  To’  much  or  hi: 'Tkrie’  tfV  Poetry 
as  he  did.  i  )  '  ' A  ’ 

However,  he  was  Return’d  a  Burgefs  for 
Agrmndefoam  in  the  Parliament  which  met  in 
April,  1640.  Anlntermifiionof  Parliaments  for 
twelve  Years  had  diigufted  the  Nation,  and  the 
Houfemetinnogood  Humour  togiveMcny.  It 
muftbe  confefs’d,fomelateProceedmgshad  rais’d 
luch  Jealoulies  as  wou’d  be  lure  to  difcover 
themielves  when-ever  the  King  came  to  ask 
for  a  Supply;  and  Mr.  Waller  was  one  of  the 
firft  to  condemn  thofe  Meafures .  A  Speech 
he  made  in  the  Houle  on  this  occalion,  and 
which  is  printed  at  the  End  of  thefe  Poems, 
gives  us  forne  Notions  of  his  Principles  as  to 
Government.  Indeed  we  can’t  but  ccnfels,  he 
was  a  little  too  Inconftant  in  them,  and  was 
not  naturally  as  Steady,  as  he  was  Judicious; 
which  variable  Temper  was  the  Caufe  of  his 
loling  his  Reputation,  in  a  great  meafure,  with 
both  Parties,  when  the  Nation  became  unhap¬ 
pily  divided.  His  Love  of  Poetry  and  Indo¬ 
lence  laid  him  open  to  the  Iniinuations  of  c- 
thers,  and,  it  may  be,  prevented  his  fixing  fo 
refolutely  to  any  One  Party,  as  to  make  him 
a  Favourite  of  Either. 

As  Mr.  Waller  did  not  come  up  to  the  heights 
of  thofe  who  were  for  an  Unlimited  Monar¬ 
ch)-,  fo  he  did  not  go  the  Lengths  of  fuch  as 

wou’d 
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•  wou’d  have  funk  the  Kingdom  into  a  Com¬ 
mon-wealth  ;  but  had  fo  much  Credit  at  Court, 
~thai-  in  this .  If arlkmertt  the-'  King  -  particularly 
V  ferit  to  him  to.  Jhcond  fifi  Demand  of  fome 
Subfidies  to  pay  off  the  Army :  And  Sir  Hen¬ 
ry  Vane  objecting  againil  fuff  Voting  a  Supply, 
becaufe  the  King  would  not  accept  it,  unlefs 
it  came  up  to  his  Proportion ;  Mr.  Waller  lpoke 
cameilly  to  Sir  Thomas  Jermyn ,  Comptroller 
of  the  Houfhold,  to  five  his  Mailer  from  the 
Effedls  of  fo  bold  a  Falfity :  For,  fiys  he,  lam 
hut  a  Country  Gentleman,  and  cannot  pretend  to 
know  the  King’s  Mind.  But  Sir  Thomas  durlt  not 
contradidf  the  Secretary}  and  his  Son,  the  Earl 
of  St.  Albans,  afterwards  told  Mr.  Waller,  That 
his  Father's  Cowardice  ruin'd  the  King. 

That  Parliament  being  diilolv’d  in  about  five 
Weeks  time,  he  was  at  Liberty  to  retire ’till  No¬ 
vember  following,  when  he  was  chofen  again  a 
Reprefentative  for  Agmondeflmm.  He  was  in  this 
Sellion  zealous  againil  Ship-mony ;  and  no 
doubt  his  Unkle  Hampden’s  Sufferings  animated 
his  Zeal  on  that  fcore.  He  was  chofen  to  Im¬ 
peach  Judge  Crawley,  who  had  been  a  bufie  Man 
in  that  Aftair:  He  did  it  in  a  Warm  and  E- 
loquent  Speech,  printed  at  the  End  tof  the 
Poems:  The  Speech  was  highly  applauded, 
and  Twenty  Thoufind  of  them  fold  in  One 
Day.  He  a  long  while  voted  in  this  Seifton 
.  with  thoie  who  were  moil  dififfedted  to  the 
Adminiilration,  And  when  on  the  great  Breach 
$  between 
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Detween  the  King  and  Parliament,  a  War  en- 
fu’d,  he  did  not  leave  the  Houle ;  but,  as 
Dr.  Birch  phrafes  it,  from  his  own  Mouth,  fol- 
'otvd  the  Opinion  of  the  then  Lord  Dorfet,  and 
■he  Neuters.  It  is  likely  that  Mr.  Waller  might 
here  put  a  Giofs  on  his  Aftions,  and  that  he 
flay’d  out  of  Complacency  to  his  Unkle  Colo¬ 
nel  Hampden,  or  follow’d  his  prefent  Opinion, 
which  might  waver  afterwards.  Whether  it 
was  his  Precaution,  or  Fear,  or  Generality,  or 
Loyalty,  that  put  him  upon  it,  we  are  credi¬ 
bly  inform’d  he  fent  a  Thoufand  Broad  Pieces 
to  the  King  at  Nottingham,  when  his  Majelly 
fet  up  his  Standard  there ;  yet  he  Hay’d  with 
the  Parliament,  and  continu’d  fo  to  do,  ’till 
that  Plot  was  difeover’d,  which  coll  him  and 
his  Family  fo  dear,  that  they  cou’d  never  re¬ 
cover  it.  This  Event  being  the  moll  Remark¬ 
able  and  Important  of  any  in  Mr.  Wallers 
Life,  we  lhall  take  care  to  render  it  clearly 
and  faithfully,  as  we  find  it  related  by  the 
Lord  Clarendon,  and  in  fome  Manufcripts  that 
have  fallen  into  our  Hands :  And  it  will,  by  this 
Account,  be  feen,  that  Mr.  Waller  always  kept 
his  Meafures  with  the  Court,  and  fo  manag’d 
himfelf,  that  the  Royalilts  inclin’d  to  believe 
he  was  in  their  Interells ,  which  he  might  be 
fo  far,  as  to  difapprove  the  hot  Councels  of 
thofe,  who  for  private  Ends,  oppos’d  the  Pub- 
lick  Peace  j  and  there  were  but  too  many  in 
the  Parliament,  whom  we  may  realonably 
'  fulpect 
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fifpcet  to  be  afted  by  Views  contrary  to  the 
true  Welfare  of  their  Country. 

The  Conf piracy  we  are  about  to  treat  of,  is 
belt  known  by  the  Name  of  Mr.  Waller’s  Plot, 
of  which  molt  Hiftories  give  but  a  dark  Ac¬ 
count.  The  Lord  Clarendon  has  endeavour’d 
to  clear  it  up,  and  he  was  the  better  able  to  do 
it,  becaufe  he  mu  ft  have  been  very  intimate 
with  Mr  .Waller  afterwards;  and  belides,  his 
Lord i"hip  fays,  It  was  thought  by  many,  and 
avert’d  by  others,  who  I  believe  did  not  think  fo, 
that  I  knew  as  much  of  it  as  any  Man.  He  con¬ 
tinues  :  “  Mr.  Mealier  was  look’d  upon  by  all 
“  Men  as  a  Pcrfon  of  very  entire  Affections  to 
“  the  King’s  Service,  and  the  Eflrabli fil’d  Govern- 
“  ment  of  Church  and  State,  and,  by  having  no 
«  manner  of  Relation  to  the  Court, had  the  more 
«  Credit  and  Intereft  to  promote  the  Rights  of 
«  it.  ”  My  Lord,  in  what  follows,  differs  from 
the  Manufcript,  which,  being  written  by  one 
of  his  neareft  Relations,  and  who  dwelt  in  his 
Family,  carries  fuch  Credit  with  it,  as  no  other 
Account  can  prejudice;  and  that  fays,  as  is 
before  mention’d.  When  the  War  came  on,  he 
did  not  leave  the  Houfe,  but  follow’d  the  Opi¬ 
nion  of  the  Lord  Dorfet,  and  the  Neuters ;  and 
yet  he  forgot  not  to  fend  the  King  a  Thoufand 
Broad  Pieces  to  Nottingham.  Whereas  his 
Lordfhi'p  writes,  “  When  the  Ruptures  grew 
«  fo  hot  between  the  King  and  the  Two 
«  Houfes,  that  very  many  of  the  Members 

“  withdrew 
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withdrew  from  thofe  Councils :  He  among 
“  the  reft,  with  equal  diftike,  abfented  him- 
‘  felf.  But  at  the  time  the  Standard  was  let 
“  up,  having  Intimacy  and  Friendfhip  with 
“  fome  Perlbns,  now  of  Nearnefs  about  the 
“  King,  with  the  King’s  Approbation  he  re- 

turn’d  to  London.”  By  which  ’tis  plain,  he 
did  leave  the  Houle.  Whether  he  did,  or  did 
not,  he  fpoke  on  all  Occaliens,  when  he  was 
there,  with  great  Sharpnefs  and  Freedom;  in- 
i'omuch  that  when  the  abfent  Members  pretend¬ 
ed,  they  did  not  come  to  the  Houfe,  becaufe  they 
were  not  fujfer’d  to  declare  their  Opinion  freely, 
’twas  objedfed,  that  was  a  groundlels  Pretence, 
when  all  Men  knew  what  Liberty  Mr  .  Waller  took, 
and  fpoke  every  Day  with  Impunity  againft  the 
Senfe  and  Proceedings  of  the  Houfe.  This  won 
him  a  great  Reputation  with  all  who  wifh’d 
the  King  well,  and  luch  Lords  and  Commons 
as  really  delir’d  to  prevent  the  Ruin  of  the 
Kingdom,  enter’d  into  a  great  Familiarity  with 
him,  as  a  Man  refolute  in  their  Deiigns,  and 
beft  able  to  promote  them.  All  Men  fpoke 
their  Minds  freely  to  him,  and  thought  them- 
felves  fecure  in  his  Fortune  and  Natural  Wa- 
rinefs. 

Mr.  Waller  had  a  Sifter  marry ’d  to  one 
Mr.  Tomkins,  Clerk  of  the  Queen’s  Council,  a 
Gentleman  of  a  very  good  Charafter,  and  great 
Intercft  and  Reputation  in  the  City,  among 
thofe  who  were  for  the  old  Conftitution,  and 
a  dif- 
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difaffe&ed  to  the  Parliament;  from  whom  he 
learnt  .the  Difpofition  of  the  Citizens  upon  all 
Accidents,  which  he  freely  communicated  to 
his  Brother  Waller,  as  the  latter  imparted  to 
him  what  Obfervations  he  made  from  thofe 
he  convers’d  with.  Mr.  Waller  told  him  how 
many  Lords  and  Commons  were  for  a  Peace; 
Mr.  Tomkins  made  the  lame  Relation  with  re- 
fpeft  to  the  melt  fuhdantial  Men  of  London: 
Which  Mr.  Waller  reported  to  the  weli-affeCt- 
ed  Members  of  both  Houfes,  and  Mr.  Tomkins 
to  the  well-affefted  Citizens ;  from  whence 
they  came  to  a  Ccnclullon,  that  if  they  hearti¬ 
ly  united  in  the  mutual  A  Hi  dance  of  one  ano¬ 
ther,  they  fhould  be  able  to  prevent  thofe  Tu¬ 
mults,  which  feem’d  to  countenance  the  Di¬ 
ffractions,  and  the  Houfes  wou’d  be  induced 
to  Terms  of  Moderation. 

My  Lord  Conway  at  that  time  coming  from 
.Ireland,  incens’d  againd  the  Scots,  and  difeon- 
tented  with  the  Parliament  here,  finding 
Mr  .Waller  in  good  Efteem  with  the  Earl  of 
Northumberland,  and  in  great  Friend  (hip  with 
the  Earl  of  Portland,  enter’d  into  the  fame  Fa¬ 
miliarity;  and  being  a  Soldier,  in  the  Difcour- 
fes  they  had,  infinuated,  that  Was  convenient 
to  enquire  into  the  Numbers  of  the  Well-afFedt- 
ed  in  the  City,  that  they  might  know  what 
they  had  to  trad  to :  Which  Mr.  Waller  telling 
Mr.  Tomkins,  the  latter  imparted  it  to  his  Con¬ 
fidents  there ;  and  ’twas  2greed,  “  That  fome 

“  trudy 
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K  trufty  Perfons  in  every  Parifh  and  Ward  a- 
“  bout  London  fhould  make  a  Lift  of  all  the 
“  Inhabitants,  and  by  gueiling  of  their  feveral 
“  Affedtions,  compute  the  Strength  of  the 
“  Party,  which  oppos’d  an  Accommodation, 
“  and  of  that  which  was  for  it.”  My  Lord 
Clarendon  declares,  •  he’s  perfuaded  the  main 
Delign  of  this  ProjecT:  was  to  form  a  lort  of 
Aflociation  to  oppofe  the  levying  Taxes  to  car¬ 
ry  on  the  War,  and  to  Petition  for  a  Peace; 
and  that  as  to  letting  the  King’s  Army  into 
London,  or  raifing  an  Army  there,  or  iiirpri- 
iing  the  Parliament,  or  uiing  any  Violence  in 
or  on  the  City,  he  could  never  fee  Caufc  to 
believe  it.  But  it  unluckily  happen’d,  that 
while  this  Combination  was  cn  foot,  Sir  Ni¬ 
cholas  Crifp  procur’d  a  Commifficn  of  Array  to 
be  fent  from  Oxford  to  London,  which  was 
carry’d  by  the  Lady  Aubigr.y,  and  deliver’d  to 
a  Gentleman  employ’d  by  Sir  Nicholas  to  take 
it  of  her;  and  this  being  difcover’d  at  the 
fame  time  that  Mr.  Waller’s  Plot  was,  the  two 
Confpiracies  were  jumbled  into  one;  tho’  the 
Noble  Hiftorian,  who  is  our  chief  Guide  in 
this  Relation,  is  fatisfy’d  they  were  two  di- 
ftinft  Defigns,  and  gives  fuch  Reaions  for  his 
Opinion  as  are  very  convincing.  Thus  all  that 
Mr.  Waller  was  guilty  of  was  a  clofc  Corre- 
fpondence  with  the -Men  of  Moderation,  who 
were  for  accommodating  Matters  between  his 
Majefty  and  the  two  Houfes  on  fafe  and  ho- 
a  a  nourable 
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nourable  Conditions,  in  order  to  which  they 
had  confulted  together  of  fome  Meafures  to 
forward  it. 

The  Difcovery  of  Mr.  Waller's  Plot  is  vari¬ 
ously  reported.  In  the  Manufcript  which  we 
take  to  be  of  undoubted  Authority,  for  the 
Reafons  before  mention’d,  ’tis  thus  related. 
“  Afterwards  he  conferr’d  with  fome  Loyal 
“  Citizens  and  others,  about  recovering  the 
“  City  into  the  King’s  Intereft,  in  which  he 
“  was  betray’d  by  his  Sifter  Trice,  and  her 
“  Presbyterian  Chaplain  Mr.  Good,  who  ftole 
“  fome  of  his  Papers;  and  if  he  had  not 
“  ftrangely  dream’d,  the  Night  before  he  was 
“  feiz’d,  that  his  Sifter  betray’d  him,  and 
“  thereupon  burnt  the  reft  of  his  Papers  by 
“  the  Fire  left  in  his  Chimney,  he  had  cer- 
“  tainly  loft  his  Life  for  it.”  The  Lord  Cla¬ 
rendon  reports  it  otherwife.  That  a  Servant  of 
Mr.  Tomkins,  who  had  curlbrily  overheard 
Mr.  Waller  and  his  Mafter  difcourle  of  the  Ar¬ 
gument  we  are  now  upon,  plac’d  himlelf  be¬ 
hind  a  Hanging,  and  heard  them  fay  enough 
to  put  him  upon  informing,  in  hopes  of  a  Re¬ 
ward.  Accordingly  he  went  to  Mr.  Tym,  one 
tsf  the  Heads  of  the  Parliament  Party,  and 
told  him  all  he  knew ;  to  which  my  Lord  adds, 
or  probably  imagin'd.  The  Circuinftances  of 
the  Publishing  it  were  fuch  as  fill’d  all  Men 
with  Apprehenfions :  ’T was  on  Uednefday  the 
31  ft  of  May,  1643,  their  folemn  Faft-Day, 

whe» 
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when  being  all  at  their  Sermon  in  St.  Marga¬ 
ret’s  Church  in  Wcflm':nfter,  a  Letter  was 
brought  to  Mr.  Lyra,  who  with  fome  of  the 
moil  active  Members  rofe  from  their  Seats, 
and  after  a  little  Whifpering  together  went 
out  of  the  Church.  Orders  were  immediate¬ 
ly  fent  to  fearch  their  Prifoners,  who  were 
Malignants ;  and  as  foon  as  the  Houfes  met, 
they  were  told  “  Letters  were  intercepted  go- 
“  ing  to  the  Court  at  Oxford,  that  exprels’d 
“  iome  notable  Confpiracy  in  hand,  to  deli- 
“  ver  up  the  Parliament  and  the  City  into  the 
“  Hands  of  the  Cavaliers,  and  that  the  Time 
“  for  the  Execution  of  it  drew  very  nigh.” 
Upon  which  a  Committee  was  appointed  to 
examine  ali  Perfons  they  thought  tit,  and  to 
apprehend  fome  nominated  at  that  Time. 
Purfuant  to  which  Mr.  Waller  and  Mr.  Tom¬ 
kins  were  apprehended  the  fame  Night,  and 
others  the  next  Day. 

We  fhall  not  enter  into  the  Particulars  of 
the  Profeeution  of  this  Confpiracy,  but  only 
report  in  general  the  great  Stir  the  Parliament 
made  about  it.  They  hr  ft  blended  Sir  Nicho¬ 
las  Crifp’s  and  Mr.  Waller’s  Projedds  together, 
and  made  the  whole  to  contain  four  or  five 
terrible  Articles;  “As  feizing  the  King’s  Chil- 
“  dren,  feveral  Members  of  Parliament,  the 
“  Lord-Mayor,  the  Out- works.  Forts,  and 

Tower  of  London ;  the  Magazines,  Gates, 
“  &c.  To  let  in  the  King’s  Army;  To  refill 
a  3  “  all 


xxiV  An  Account  of  the  Life,  6cc. 

“  all  Payments,  by  Arms ;  to  fufpend  the  whole 
“  Government  of  the  City;  and,  in  fhort,  to 
“  mafter  the  Parliament.  A  very  different  Pro- 
ie<fr  from  my  Lord  Clarendon  syvaich  terminates 
only  in  a  little  clofe Converfation  howto  bring 
about  a  Peace.  But  by  his  Defcription  of 
Mr.  Waller’s  Behaviour,  one  would  think  he 
was  confcious  of  fomewhat  more  than  what 
his  Lc-rdfhip  lays  to  his  Charge  .•  For  after  our 
Author  was  fei'zcd,  my  Lord  tells  us,  “  He  was 
“  fo  confounded  with  Fear  and  Apprehenfi- 
“  on,  that  he  confefs’d  whatever  he  had  faid, 
“  heard,  thought  or  feen;  all  that  he  knew 
“  of  himielf,  and  all  that  he  fnfpecfed  of  o- 
“  thers,  without  concealing  any  Perfon  of 
“  what  Degree  or  Quality  foever,  or  any  Di- 
«  fcourfe  that  he  had  ever  upon  any  Occafion 
«  entertain’d  with  them:  What  fuch  and  fuch 
<■  Ladies  of  great  Honour,  to  whom,  upon 
“  the  Credit  of  his  great  Wit  and  very  good 
“  Reputation,  he  had  been  admitted,  had 
“  fpoke  to  him  in  their  Chambers  of  the  Pro- 
“  ceedings  in  the  Houle;  and  how  they  had 
“  encourag’d  him  to  oppofe  them ;  what  Cor- 
«  refpondence  and  Intercourfe  they  had  with 
“  fome  Minifters  of  State  at  Oxford ,  (fc.  He 
“  alio  accus’d  the  Earl  of  Portland  and  the 
“  Lord  Conrtay  of  being  concern’d  in  the  A- 
“  gitations  in  the  City,  and  the  Earl  of  Nor- 
“  thumberland  ofwifhing  them  Succcfs.”  The 
Houfes  were  or  feem’d  to  be  fo  alarm’d  at 
>  -  the 
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the  Difcovery  of  this  Plot,  that  fix  Days  after 
they  took  a  Sacred  Vova  and  Covenant,  which 
was  alfb  taken  by  the  City  and  Army,  denoun¬ 
cing  War  againft  the  King  more  direftly  than 
they  had  done  before.  We  (hall  not  detain  the 
Reader  with  the  Tryals  and  Executions  of 
Mr.  Tomkins  and  Mr.  Chaloner,  but  proceed 
to  Mr.  Waller’s  Conduct  and  Sufferings.  The 
Earl  of  Portland  and  the  Lord  Conway  were 
imprifon’d  on  his  Accufation,  and  often  con¬ 
fronted  with  him  before  the  Committee,  where 
they  as  peremptorily  denying,  as  he  charging 
them,  and  there  being  no  other  Witnefs  but 
he  againft  them,  they  were  kept  a  while  in 
Reftraint,  and  then  Bailed.  My  Lord  Nor¬ 
thumberland,  though  charg’d  by  him  to  be  a 
Well-wifher  to  the  Confpiracy,  yet  on  ac¬ 
count  of  his  great  Reputation,  was  procee¬ 
ded  againft  very  tenderly.  This  Lord  is  the 
fame  to  whom  our  Author  addrefics  two  Po¬ 
ems  in  this  Book,  which  are  mifplaced,  be¬ 
ing  written  long  before  fever al  that  precede 
them.  To  return  to  Mr.  Waller’s  Tryal :  He 
was  all  this  while  in  Cuftody  of  the  Officers 
who  belong’d  to  the  Council  of  War,  by  whom 
Tomkins  and  Chaloner  were  condemned.  The 
lame  Hiftorian  informs  us,  that  “  after  he 
“  had  with  incredible  Diffimulation  a&ed  fuch 
“  a  Remorfe  of  Confidence,  that  his  Tryal  was 
“  put  off  out  of  Chriftian  Companion,  ’till  he 
“  might  recover  his  Underftaneling,  (and  that 

a  4  was- 
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“  was  not  ’till  the  Heat  and  Fury  of  the  Pro- 
“  fecutors  was  reafonably  abated  with  the  Sa- 
“  orifices  they  had  made)  and  by  drawing 
“  Viiitants  tohimfelfor  the  moft  Powerful  Mi- 
“  nifters  of  all  Factions,  had,  by  his  Liberali- 
“  ty  and  Penitence,  his  receiving  vulgar  and 
“  vile  Sayings  from  them  with  Humility  and 
“  Reverence,  as  clearer  Convictions  and  In- 
“  formations  than  in  his  Life  he  had  ever  had; 
“  diftributing  great  Sums  to  them  for  theirPray- 
“  ers,  and  Ghoftly  Counlel ;  fo  fatisfy'd  Them, 
**  that  They  fatisfy’d  others ;  was  brought,  at  his 
“  Suit,  to  the  Houle  of  Commons  Bar.”  For, 
as  a  Member  of  thatHoufe,  he  had  appeal’d  to 
them  from  the  Council  of  War .  When  he  ap¬ 
peared  there,  his  Behaviour  was  unbecoming 
fo  great  a  Man,  if  my  Lord  Clarendon’s  Infor¬ 
mation  be  Authentick :  “  Being,  fays  he,  a  Man 
“  very  Powerful  in  Language ;  and  who,  by 
“  what  he  fpoke,  and  in  the  manner  of  fpeak- 
“  ing  it,  exceedingly  Captivated  the  Good- 
“  will  and  Benevolence  of  his  Hearers,  which 
“  is  the  higliepL  Part  of  an  Orator,  with  fuch 
“  Flattery  as  was  moll:  exattly  calculated  to 
“  that  Meridian,  with  fuch  Submiffion  as 
“  their  Pride  took  delight  in,  and  fuch  de- 
“  jection  of  I\Iind  and  Spirit  as  was  like  to 
“  coz,en  the  major  Part:  He  laid  before  them, 
X heir  oven  Danger  and  Concernment,  if  they 
jhould  fajfer  one  of  their  own  Body ,  how  Un- 
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■worthy  and  Monfir ous  fcever,  to  be  try’ll  by  the 
Soldiers,  who  might  thereby  grow  to  that  Poorer 
hereafter,  that  they  wan’d  both  try  thofe  they 
wou’d  not  be  willing  fhou’d  be  try d,  and  farthings 
which  they  would  account  no  Crimes-,  the  Inc  on  - 
■venience  and  infitpportable  Mifchief  whereof,  all 
wife  Commonwealtbs-Men  had  forefeen  and  pre¬ 
vented,  by  exempting  their  own  Members  from  all 
Judgment  but  their  own.  By  tliefe  and  the  like 
Arguments  he  prevail'd  not  to  be  try’d  by  a 
Council  of  War,  but  was  taken  out  of  the  Cu- 
ftody  of  their  Officers,  and  fent  to  the  Tower; 
where,  according  to  Dr.  Birch's  Information, 
He  had  Time  to  get  bis  Friends  to  him,  and  with 
large  Bribes  he  made  fome  leading  Members  fpcak 
for  him ;  infomuch  that  when  his  Cafe  came  to 
be  adjudg’d,  his  Life  was  fpar'd ;  but  he  was  fin’d 
Ten  Thoufand  Pound,  Seauefler’d  and  Banifh’d. 
The  Noble  Lord,  whole  Hiftory  has  been  lb 
lerviceable  to  us,  in  this  differs  again  a  little 
from  the  Dodlor:  For  immediately  after  what 
he  lays  of  Mr.  Waller’s  Speech,  he  adds;  “  So 
“  that  in  truth  he  does  as  much  owe  the  keep- 
“  ing  his  Head  to  that  Oration,  as  Cat  alined  id 
“  the  lofs  of  his  to  thofe  of  Tally,  and  by  ha- 
“  ving  done  ill  very  well,  he,  by  degrees, 
“  drew  that  Refpedl  to  his  Parts,  which  al- 
“  ways  carries  Ibme  Companion  to  the  Per- 
“  fon,  that  he  got  leave  to  compound  for  his 
“  Tran g re llion,  and  them  to  accept  of  Ten 
“  Thoufand  Pounds  (which  their  Affairs  want- 
a  g  “  ed) 
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“  ed)  for  his  Liberty:  Whereupon  he  had 
“  leave  to  recoiled!  himfelf  in  another  Coun- 
“  try  (for  his  Liberty  was  to  be  in  Banifh- 
“  ment)  how  miferable  he  had  made  him- 
“  felf^in  obtaining  that  Leave  to  live  out  of  his 
*'■  own;  and  there  cannot  be  a  greater  Evi- 
“  vidence  of  the  Ineftimable  Value  ofhis  Parts, 
“  than  that  he  liv’d,  after  this,  in  the  good 
“  Affedfion  and  Eftcem  of  many,  the  Pity  of 
“  molt,  and  the  Reproach  and  Scorn  of  few 
“  or  none.”  This  judgment  of  him  from  a 
Man  who  all  along  turns  the  Byafs  again!!  him, 
will  {Lengthen  the  Idea  we  have  conceiv’d  of 
his  great  Senfe  and  Eloquence ;  and  all  thofe 
Arts,  (which  the  Hiftorian  reprcfents  lb  much 
to  his  Diladvantage)  he  made  ufe  of  to  gain 
the  AlTembly  before  whom  he  Ipoke,  are  fo 
far  from  being  Unwarrantable,  when  a  Man 
pleads  for  his  Life,  that  they  exalt  the  Merit 
of  the  Orator, .  who  fo  powerfully  triumphed 
over  his  Judges.  We  lhall  finifh  this  Account 
of  Mr.  V/aller’s  Plot  with  obferving,  that  tho’ 
’twas  difcover’d,  it  was  an  Advantage  to  the 
King,  by  producing  that  Severe  Vow  and  Cove¬ 
nant,  which  few  Iwallow’d  but  by  Compul- 
fion,  and  many  to  avoid  it  fled  to  Oxford, 
whither  allb  the  Earl  of  Portland  and  the 
Lord  Conway  went  as  foon  as  they  had  an  Op¬ 
portunity. 

It  is  eafily  to  be  imagined,  that  fuch  a 
Profecution  and  Fine  mull  confiderably  leflen 

Mr, 


of  Mr.  Edmond  Waller,  xxix 

Mr. Wallers  Eftate,  which  had  receiv’d  fome 
Addition  by  his  Marriages ;  but  now  he  was 
forc’d  to  fell  a  Thoufand  Pound  a  Year  to  pay 
his  Fine,  and  clear  himfelf  of  the  Danger  he 
was  in. 

We  cannot  determine  whether  his  Poems 
were  firft  Printed  before  his  Baniihment  or  af¬ 
ter  ;  but  ’tis  mod  likely  that  it  was  after,  be¬ 
cause  that  the  Plot  was  difcover’d  in  1643, 
and  the  firft  Edition  of  his  Poems  was  in  1645% 
under  the  Title  of  Toems,  gtc.  Written  by  Ed¬ 
mond  Waller  of  Beconsfield  Efly-,  lately  a  Mem¬ 
ber  of  the  Honourable  Houfe  of  Commons  :  To 
which  is  added,  in  the  Title  Page,  All  the  By- 
rick  Toems  in  this  Book  were  fet  by  Mr.  Henry 
Lawes,  Gent,  of  the  King’s  Chapel,  anil  one  of 
his  Majefly's  private  Mttfick.  This  Book  has  a 
Dedication  before  it,  but  without  a  Name  to 
it,  which  for  the  Reader's  Entertainment  is 
here  prefer  v’d. 


To  My  LAD  Y. 


Madam, 

OUR  Commands  for  the  gathering  thefe 


1  Sticks  into  a  Faggot  had  fooner  been  obey’d, 
but  intending  to  prefent  you  with  my  whole  Vin¬ 
tage,  I  flay’d  ’till  the  latefi  Grapes  were  ripe ;  for 
here  your  Ladifhip  has  not  only  all  I  have  done, 
but  all  I  ever  mean  to  do  of  this  kind :  Not  but 
that  I  may  defend  (he  Attempt  I  have  made  up¬ 
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on  "Poetry,  by  the  Examples  {not  to  trouble  you 
■with  Hijlory)  of  'many  Wife  and  Worthy  Perfons  of 
our  own  Times-,  as  Sir  Philip  Sidney,  Sir  Fran¬ 
cis  Bacon,  Cardinal  Perron,  the  ablefl  of  his 
Countreymen-,  and  the  former  Pope,  who  they  fay, 
mjlead  of  the  Triple  Crown,  wore  fometimes  the 
Poets  Ivy,  as  an  Ornament,  perhaps,  of  lejfer 
Weight  and  Trouble:  But ,  Madam,  thefe  Nightin¬ 
gales  fung  only  in  the  Sprang,  it  was  the  Diverfa- 
on  of  their  Youth  -,  as  Ladies  learn  to  Sing  and 
Play  when  they  are  Children,  what  they  forget 
when  they  are  Women  :  The  Refamblance  holds 
further,  for  as  you  quit  the  Lute  the  fooner,  be- 
caufe  the  Pofture  is  fufpeBed  to  draw  the  Body 
awry ;  fo  this  is  not  always  praclifed  without  fame 
Villa'ny  to  the  Mind,  wrefiing  it  from  prefent  Oc- 
cafaons,  and  accufloming  us  to  a  Style  famewhat 
remov’d  from  common  Ufa.  But  that  you  may 
not  think  his  Cafe  deplorable,  who  had  made 
Verfes  ;  we  are  told ,  that  Tully  {the  greateflWit- 
among  the  Romans)  was  once  fa.ck  of  this  Difeafa, 
and  yet  recover’d  fo  well,  that  of  almoft  as  bad  a 
Poet  as  your  Servant,  he  became  the  mofl  perfect 
Orator  in  the  World.  So  that  not  fa  much  to  have 
made  Verfes,  as  not  to  give  over  in  Time,  leaves 
a  Man  without  Excufa :  The  former  preferring  us 
with  an  Opportunity  at  l  fa  of  doing  Wifely,  that 
is,  to  conceal  thofe  we  have  made ,  which  I  fhall 
yet  do,  if  my  humble  Requefa  may  be  of  as  'much 
force  with  yatlr  Ladifhip,  as  your  Commands  have 
been  with  me.  'Madam,  I  only  whifper  thefe  in 

your 
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your  Ears,  if  you  publifh  them,  they  are  your  own , 
and  therefore  as  you  apprehend  the  Reproach  of  a 
Wit  and  a  Poet,  cafl  them  into  the  Eire  ;  or  if 
they  come  where  green  Boughs  are  in  the  Chim¬ 
ney,  with  the  help  of  your  fair  Friends ,  ( for  thus 
bound,  it  will  be  too  hard  a  Task  for  your  Hands 
alone)  tear  them  in  pieces,  wherein  you  will  honour 
me  with  the  Fate  of  Orpheus ;  for  fo  his  Teems , 
whereof  we  only  hear  the  Form,  ( not  his  Limbs, 
as  the  Story  will  have  it)  I  fuppofe  were  fcatter’ d 
by  the  Thracian  Dames.  Here,  Madam,  I  might 
take  an  Opportunity  to  celebrate  your  Virtues,  and 
to  inflrucl  you  how  unhappy  you  are,  in  that  you 
know  not  who  you  are :  How  much  you  exceed  the 
mofi  excellent  of  your  own,  and  how  much  you 
amaze  the  leaf  inclin'd  to  Wonder  of  our  Sex. 
But  as  they  will  be  apt  to  take  your  Ladifsip for  a 
Roman  Name,  fo  wou’d  they  believe  that  I  en¬ 
deavour’d  the  Char  abler  of  a  perfeff  Nymph,  wor- 
fhip'd  an  Image  of  my  own  making,  and  dedicated 
this  to  the  Lady  of  the  Brain,  not  of  the  Heart  of. 

Your  Laaifhip’s  moil.  Humble  Servant, 

E.W. 

Our  Author  being,  as  we  have  mention’d, 
condemn’d  to  Banifhment,  pall  over  to  France, 
taking  his  Lady’s  Jewels  with  him  to  fupport 
him.  He  liv’d  very  holpitably  at  Paris-,  and, 
except  my  Lord  St.  Albans,  who  was  the  Queen 
of  England's  Prime  Miniftcr  when  lhe  kept  her 
£  Court 
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Court  there,  there  was  no  Fnglij h  Table  but 
Mr.  Waller  s :  Which  was  fb  coftly  to  him,  that 
he  us'd  to  fay  he  was  at  lad  come  to  the  B.ump 
Jewel. 

He  rcfided  moil  part  of  the  time  he  was  in 
France,  at  Roan ;  where  Margaret,  his  eldeft 
Daughter  by  his  Second  Wife,  was  born.  He 
was  particularly  fond  of  this  Daughter,  and 
fhe  us’d  to  ferve  him  as  his  Amanuenfis.  While 
he  was  in  France,  a  furreptitious  Edition  of  his 
Poems  was  publifh’d,  which  occalion’d  his  per¬ 
mitting:  a  genuine  one. 

We  have  been  inform’d,  but  with  no  Cer¬ 
tainty,  that  he  was  a  Proprietor  of  the  Summer 
If.ands  in  America ,  but  whether  he  was  fo  or 
not,  we  cannot  learn  he  ever  went  thither  from 
France,  as  feme  have  imagin’d  from  that  Copy 
of  Verfes,  To  Sir  William  d’Avenant  upon  his 
two  f.rft  Books  of  Gondibert,  written  in  France. 

Thus  the  wife  Nightingale,  that  leaves  her  home. 
Her  Native  Wood,  &c. 

Thefe  alfo  fiippofe  he  wrote  the  Battel  of  the 
Summer  If. anils  after  his  Return,  by  the  parti¬ 
cular  Deicription  he  gives  of  its  Produdt  and 
Situation;  but  we  are  apt  to  believe  he  never 
was  there,  and  that  if  he  was,  he  wrote  it  be¬ 
fore;  and  indeed  there  are  fonae  Lines  which 
fhew  ’twas  written  when  Sachariffa  was  his 
Wifh  and  his  Mufe;  why  elfe  fhould  he  cry 
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Oh  bow  I  long,  my  carelefe  Limbs  to  lay 
Under  the  Vlantane's  Shade,  and  all  the  Bay 
With  am'rous  Airs  my  Fancy  entertain , 

Invoke  the  Mtifes,  ctnd  improve  my  Vein ! 

No  Faffion  there  in  my  free  Breafl  Jhould  move , 
None  but  the  fsoeet  and  bejl  ofFaJJtons,  Love: 
There  while  I  fing,  if  gentle  Love  be  by. 

That  tunes  my  Lute,  and  wind:  the  Strings  fo  high , 
'With  the  fweet  Sound  of  Sacharifla^  Name, 

I'll  make  the  liftning  Savages  grow  tame. 

If  he  ever  was  in  America,  ’tis  probable  he 
return’d  to  France  again;  at  which  time  it  was 
that  being  reduc’d  to  the  Rump  Jewel,  Colonel 
Scroop,  who  had  marry’d  his  Sifter,  interceded 
with  Oliver  to  let  him  return  to  England,  and 
his  Eftate,  which  was  granted.  His  Generali¬ 
ty  and  Courtly  Way  of  living,  his  Sufferings 
and  Banilhment,  had  now  reduc’d  his  Patri¬ 
mony  to  lefs  than  half  of  what  it  was  when 
his  Father  dy’d.  But  he  had  ftill  enough  re¬ 
maining  to  fupport  him  in  a  way  of  living  ftii- 
table  to  his  Rank ;  though,  being  no  very  good 
Oeconomift,  his  Eftate  continu’d  ftill  rather  to 
diminilh  than  increafe.  He  refiding  moftly  at 
Hall  Barn  near  Beconsfield,  he  was  on  all  -Oc- 
cafions  called  Mr.  Waller  of  Beconsfield ;  the 
greateft  Honour  that  poor  but  pleafant  Town 
in  Buckinghamjhire  has  to  boaft  of.  On  his  Re¬ 
turn  to  England  he  wrote  his  Fanegyrtck  or.  Oli¬ 
ver,  as  an  Ackowledgment,  in  the  Year  1654; 

an 
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an  excellent  Poem  upon  an  unworthy  Subject. 
The  Ufurper  lov’d,  or  affedted  to  love,  Men 
of  Wit;  and  he  had  Incenfe  offer’d  him  by 
more  Pens  than  one,  as  Mr.  Sprat,  Mr.  Dry- 
den,  and  others,  who  had  not  Mr.  Waller’s  Ex- 
cufe.  He  frequently  waited  on  the  Ufurper, 
being  his  Kinfman ;  and,  as  he  often  declar’d, 
obferv’d  him  to  be  very  well  read  in  the  Greek 
and  Roman  Story ;  for  His  rude  Cant  and  Spi¬ 
ritual  Simplicity  were  downright  Affectation : 
Than  which  nothing  can  be  more  evident  from 
Mr.  Waller’s  Obfervation,  and  his  Confeflion  to 
him.  Our  Author  often  took  Notice,  that  in 
the  midff  of  their  Difcourfe  a  Servant  has  come 
in  to  tell  him  fuch  and  fetch  attended ;  upon 
which  Cromwell  would  rife,  and  flop  them, 
talking  at  the  Door,  where  he  could  overhear 
him  fay,  The  Lord  will  reveal.  The  Lord  will 
help,  andfeveral  fuch  Expreffions;  which  when 
he  return’d  to  Mr.  Waller  he  excus’d,  faying, 
Coufin  Waller,  I  muji  talk  to  thefe  Men  after 
their  own  Way ;  and  would  then  go  on  where 
they  left  off.  This  created  in  Mr.  Waller  an 
Opinion,  that  he  fecretly  defpis’d  thofe  whom 
he  feem’d  to  court. 

’Tis  plain  enough,  by  our  Author’s  Poems, 
that  he  fell  in  with  his  Kinfman  the  Protedtor’s 
Interefl,  at  his  Return  from  Banifbment,  and 
was  of  that  Party  who  wou’d  have  had  Crom¬ 
well  affeime  the  Title  of  King,  which  Oliver 
was  fond  enough  of;  and  ’tis  laid,  he  intend¬ 
ed 
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ed  to  put  the  great  Wealth  he  took  from  the 
Spaniards  to  theUfe  Mr. Waller  mentions  in  his 
Poem  Of  a  War  -with  Spain,  and  Fight  at  Sea, 
in- the  Year  1 656,  which  ends  thus; 

His  Contouring  Head  has  no  more  room  for  Bays: 
Then  let  it  be,  as  the  glad  Nation  prays. 

Let  the  rich  Ore  forthwith  be  melted  down. 

And  the  State  fix'd ,  by  making  him  a  Crown. 

We  have  not  learn’d,  that  Oliver  ever  took 
him  further  into  his  Confidence  or  Favour,  or 
that  he  contributed  any  thing  to  his  Fortune. 
Yet  the  Pvemembrance  of  his  calling  him  from 
Exile,  and  perhaps  his  Refpc£t  for  his  Perfon, 
lafted  when  he  could  neither  hurt  him  nor  ferve 
him.  When  he  was  gone  to  receive  his  Reward, 
then  did  Mr.  Waller  write  that  Poem,  On  the 
Death  of  the  Frotettor,  in  the  Year  1 6y8. 

We  muft  refign,  Heav’n  his  great  Soul  does  claim. 
In  Storms  as  loud  as  his  Immortal  Fame. 

And  yet  when  Oliver  has  on  other  Occafi- 
lions  fallen  in  his  Way,  he  has  not  treated  him 
with  fo  much  Refpedi;  as  may  be  feen  in  his 
Epitaph  on  Mr.  Charles  Cavendifh, 

Cromwell,  with  Odds  of  Numbers  and  of  Fate, 
Remov’d  this  Bulwark  of  the  Church  and  State ; 
Which  the  fad  Iffue  of  the  War  declar’d. 

And  made  his  Task,  to  ruin  both,  left  hard. 

When 
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When  King  Charles  the  Second  was  Refto- 
red,  Mr.  Waller  early  congratulated  him,  by 
that  Poem,  To  the  King,  upon  his  Majefly's  hap¬ 
py  Return  in  the  Tear  1660.  HisMajefly  always 
us'd  him  with  great  Humanity,  and  he  was 
look'd  on  as  one  of  the  Reigning  Wits  of  his 
Court.  About  this  Time  Monfieur  St.  Evre- 
mond,  famous  for  his  Wit,  and  the  Politenels 
of  his  Con  verfation,  being  forc'd  to  leave  Trance , 
came  to  the  Court  of  England ;  and  the  affinity 
there  was  between  Mr.  Waller’s,  Genius,  and 
His,  made  him  enter  into  a  dole  Friend lhip 
with  him,  which  lafted  to  our  Author's  Death. 
When  Monfieur  St.  Evremond  went  from  Eng¬ 
land  to  Holland,  where  he  flay'd  four  or  five 
Years,  he  gave  Mr.  Waller  his  Papers  to  keep 
for  him,  a  good  Part  of  which  was  loft  in  the 
Confufion  of  the  Plague  Time  at  London,  1 665- . 
Monfieur  St.  Evremond’s  returning  to  iettle  in 
England  might,  in  a  great  meafure,  be  occafi- 
on'd  by  the  Inducement  he  receiv’d  from  his 
Acquaintance  with  Mr.  Waller  and  Mr.  Cowley, 
of  whom  he  had  a  great  Opinion,  and  a  parti¬ 
cular  Efteem  for  the  former. 

King  Charles,  in  his  Diverfions  at  the  Duke 
of  Buckingham's,  and  other  Places,  always  made 
Mr.  Waller  one  of  the  Party,  exculing  to  the 
Company  his  being  .-.ot  able  to  drink ;  upon 
which  Wh-.Saville  us’d  to  lay,  No  Man  in  Eng¬ 
land  (hould  keep  him  Company  without  drinking , 
but  Ned  Waller. 


It 


©/  Mr.  Edmond  Waller,  xxxvii 

It  is  faid  he  had  a  Hand  in  the  Rehearjal, 
with  Mr. Clifford,  Mr.  Cowley,  and  foine  other 
Wits,  and  that  it  was  at  firft  written  like  a 
Comment  on  feveral  Plays ;  but  the  Duke  think¬ 
ing  the  Method  was  too  grave,  and  the  Raillery 
not  piquant  enough,  took  his  Hints  from  thence, 
and  turn’d  the  Comment  into  a  Comedy .  We 
have  been  told  this  by  Perfbns  very  converfant 
in  his  Grace’s  Family,  and  it  carries  Probability 
with  it,  efpecially  if  Mr.  Cowley  liv’d  long  e- 
nough  to  be  Witnefs  of  fome  of  theNoife  and 
Nonfenfe  which  was  brought  on  the  Stage, 
and  is  there  exploded. 

Though  Mr.  Waller  had  fuffer’d  for  the 
Crown,  and  was  fb  welcome  always  to  the 
King,  he  gave  him  nothing  but  a  Grant  of  the 
Provofijhip  of  Eaton ;  which  Grant  was  truly 
nothing,  for  another  dilputed  it  with  him,  and 
he  was  advifed  not  to  defend  it.  Indeed  when, 
about  1683,  his  Coulin  John  Hampden  Efq; 
Grandfon  of  Col.  Hampden  before  mention’d, 
was  profecuted  for  High  Trealon,  he  had  the 
Favour  of  obtaining  his  Pardon,  and  protect¬ 
ing  his  Son  from  the  need  of  one.  His  Tem¬ 
per  was  fuch,  that  he  could  not  pufh  his  In- 
tereft,  nor  make  his  Court  by  Methods  unbe¬ 
coming  a  Man  of  his  Birth  and  Fortune.  He 
was  beiides  of  an  Age  not  fit  for  the  Fatigue 
of  Politicks ;  and  tho’  he  fate  in  feveral  Parlia¬ 
ments  after  the  Rejloration,  he  is  feldom  or  ne¬ 
ver  mention’d  in  thofe  Affairs;  neither  did  his 
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old  Borough  of  Agmondejham  ufe  to  fend  him, 
hut  he  was  chofen  for  a  Comijh  Borough  by 
the  In  ter  eft  of  fbme  of  his  Friends.  He  wou’d 
never  be  in  the  Commifuon  of  the  Peace  or 
Lieutenancy.  Notwithftanding  thePromife  he 
made  the  Lady,  in  the  Letter  before  the  firft 
Edition  of  his  Poems,  he  wrote  on,  and  made 
his  Poetry  one  of  his  grcateft  Amufements. 
He  wrote  feveral  Poems  befides  thefe,  but  ei¬ 
ther  loft  them,  or  never  gave  them  the  laft 
Hand.  He  fet  a  great  Value  on  Corneille s  Plays, 
and  joyn’d  with  the  Lord  Buckhurfi  in  the 
Tranllation  of  his  Fompey.  Corneille  had  the 
Pleafure  of  knowing  he  was  honour’d  fo  far 
by  Mx.  Waller,  as  to  have  his  Works  tranflated 
by  him.  For  Monlieur  St.  Lvremond  having 
prais’d  Corneille  in  his  Diflertation  on  the  Alex¬ 
ander  of  Racine,  Corneille  return’d  him  Thanks, 
in  a  Letter  he  wrote  to  him  for  that  purpofe ; 
and  iWoniieur  St.  Evremond  fays  in  his  Ani'wer, 
Mr.  Waller,  one  of  the  fineft  Wits  of  the  Age,  is 
always  watching  for  your  New  Pieces,  and  never 
fads  Trarflatmg  an  AB  or  Two  into  Engliih  Verfe 
for  his  particular  Satisfaftion.  Ten  are  the  only 
Writer  of  our  Nation,  whofe  Sentiments  have  the 
Advantage  to  touch  his.  He  owns  we  Write  and 
Speak  well  in  French;  but  you,  he  fays,  are  the 
only  Frenchman  who  knows  how  to  Think.  Mon- 
feur  Voffius,  the  greatefi  Admirer  of  Greece, 
who  can’t  bear  the  leaf  Comparifon  between  the 
Latins  and  Greeks,  prefers  you  to  Sophocles  and 

Euri- 
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Euripides.  After  two [uch  favourable  Suffrages, 
you  furprize  me  to  tell  me  your  Reputation's  at¬ 
tack'd  in  France.  It  is  plain  Mr.  Waller  did 
more  than  his  Share  in  Fompey,  which  is  fuffi- 
cient  to  make  us  regret  the  Lofs  of  thofe  Ver- 
fions.  He  continu’d  to  the  laft  in  the  full  Vi¬ 
gour  of  his  Genius.  The  Verfes  he  wrote, 
when  he  was  almoft  fourfcore,  before  the  Earl 
of  Rofcommon' s  Tranflaticn  of  Horace's  Art  of 
Poetry,  have  not  the  leaft  Marks  of  Age. 

His  Verfes  on  the  Duke  of  Monmouth’*  Ex¬ 
pedition  to  Scotland,  fhew  he  was  no  Well- 
wifhcr  to  the  Party  which  oppreft  that  Prince 
after  his  Succefs  there. 

But  feeing  Envy,  like  the  Sun,  does  beat. 

With  fcorchmg  Rays,  on  all  that's  high  and  great ; 
This,  ill-requited  Monmouth,  is  the  Bough 
The  Mufes  fend,  to  (hade  thy  conqu’ring  Brow. 
Lampoons,  like  Squibs,  may  make  a  prefent  Blaze, 
But  Time  and  Thunder  pay  Refpecl  to  Bays. 

Mr .  Waller  mull  be  above  Fourfcore  when 
he  wrote  the  Poem,  Entituled,  A  Frefage  of 
the  Ruin  of  the  Turkifh  Empire,  prefented  to  his 
Majefiy  King  James  II.  on  his  Birth-Day.  That 
Prince  was  very  gracious  to  him :  His  natural 
Vivacity  bore  up  againft  his  Years,  and  made 
his  Company  agreeable  to  the  laft.  His  Ma- 
jcfty  one  time  order’d  my  Lord  Sunderland  to 
bid  him  lee  him  in  the  Afternoon :  When  he 

came, 
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came,  the  King  carry’d  him  into  his  Gofer, 
and  there  ask'd  him  how  he  lik'd  fuch  a  Picture. 
Sir,  lays  Mr.  Waller,  my  Eyes  are  dim,  and  l 
know  rot  who  it  is.  The  King  reply ’d,  ’ Tis  the 
Princefs  of  Orange.  And,  lays  Mr.  Waller,  Jhe 
is  like  the  greateji  Woman  in  the  World.  Who  do 
you  call  fo ?  anfwer’d  the  King.  6)ueen  Eliza¬ 
beth,  faid  he.  I  wonder,  Mr.  Waller,  reply ’d 
the  King,  you  fhould  think  fo-,  but  I  mufi  con - 
fefs  fhe  had  a  wife  Council.  And  Sir,  laid 
Mr.  Waller,  did  your  Majejfy  ever  know  a  Tool 
chafe  a  wife  One  ?  It  being  known  fome  time 
after,  that  Mr.  Waller  relolved  to  marry  his 
Daughter  and  Favourite  to  Dr  .Birch,  the  King 
was  prevail’d  with  to  endeavour  to  hinder  it, 
as  the  Doctor  inform’d  me  himfelf,  and  for 
that  end  order’d  a  French  Gentleman  of‘ Quality 
to  tell  him,  that  the  King  wonder'd  he  could  have 
any  Thoughts  of  marrying  his  Daughter  to  a  Fall¬ 
ing  Church.  He  made  Anlwer,  Sir,  the  King 
does  me  very  great  Honour  to  take  any  Notice  of 
my  Domeftick  Affairs  ;  but  I  have  liv’d  long  e- 
nough  to  obferve,  that  this  Falling  Church  has 
got  a  Trick  of  rifing  again.  It  is  not  to  be 
doubted  but  that  he  was  in  the  Secret  of  the 
Revolution  ;  for  he  would  often  lay,  the  King 
would  be  left  like  a  Whale  upon  the  Strand.  But 
he  charg’d  fome  about  him  not  to  meddle, 
’till  they  faw  the  Prince  of  Orange  actually 
landed,  and  his  Son  and  Heir,  Edmond  Wal¬ 
ler,  Eli];  then  went  in  to  the  Prince. 


'Twas 
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'Twas  now  that  he  began  to  turn  his  Mufe 
towards  Heaven,  for  which  Flight  his  Soul 
had  been  preparing. 

He  wrote  the  iix  Canto’s  of  Divine  Love, 
after  he  was  Fourfcore:  Two  Canto’s  cf  Di¬ 
vine  Poefle,  occaflon'd  upon  Sight  of  the  p^d 
Chapter  o/Ifaiah  turn'd  into  Verfe  by  Mrs.  Whar¬ 
ton,  the  prefent  Earl  of  Wharton's,  fir/1  Lady. 
Mr.  Waller  living  in  great  Intimacy  and  Friend- 
fhip  with  that  Family,  his  Neighbours  at  Wm- 
chendon.  he  wrote  on  the  Paraphrafe  on  the  Lord's 
Prayer,  written  alfo  by  Mrs.  Wharton ,  a  Lady 
whofe  Wit  and  Virtue  render’d  her  the  Admi¬ 
ration  of  both  Sexes ;  and  ’twas  this  excellent 
Paraphrafe  that  induc’d  him  to  write  feme 
Reflections  on  the  feveral  Petitions  in  the  fame 
Prayer.  He'intended  to  crown  all  his  Labours 
with  the  Poem  Of  the  laft  Verfes  in  the  Book, 
which  can  never  be  too  much  admir’d. 

There  is, a  very  good  Copy  of  Verfes  in 
Praife  of  it,  in  Mr.  Dry  den's  Third  Milcellanyi 
the  four  laft  Lines  of  which  are. 

Still  here  remain,  flill  on  the  Tbrefhold  ft  and, 

Still  at  this  Diftance  view  the  promis'd  Land: 

Tho'  thou  mayfl  feem,  fo  heav'nly  is  thy  Senfe, 

Not  going  thither,  but  new  come  from  thence’ 

The  next  Poem  to  this,  in  the  fame  Mifcel- 
lany,  By  Mr.  Talbot,  on  Mr.  Waller’s  Divine 
Love,  fpeaks  alfo  the  Praife  of  the  Divine 

Writer. 
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Writer.  However  this  was  not  his  laft  Poem, 
for  at  Fourfcore  and  Two,  in  1687,  he  wrote 
Two  Canto’s  Of  the  Fear  of  God,  which  ne¬ 
ver  yet!  appear’d  in  Print.  He  gave  them  to 
Mr.  Thomas  Elrsood  of  Cole  fill,  whofe  Love 
of  Letters  and  Humanity  made  his  Converfa- 
tion  much  defir’d  by  Mr.  Waller,  at  that  plea- 
fant  Village,  where  we  could  not  pafs  thro’ 
the  Woods  without  envying  thofe  Shades 
which  Mr.  Waller  had  lo  often  made  happy 
with  his  Songs.  He  purchas’d  a  fmall  Eftate 
there  in  his  old  Age,  with  a  little  Houle,  to 
which  he  frequently  retir’d,  but  did  not  llay 
long.  He  was  always  inclinable  to  be  paffio- 
nate,  from  his  fiery  Temper;  and  this  ill  Ha¬ 
bit  grew  upon  him  with  Age;  but  by  the  In- 
terpofition  of  his  Friends  he  was  <foon  pacify’d. 
Mr.  Elwood  read  that  Poem  Of  the  Fear  of 
God  to  him,  the  laft  time  he  law  him  at  his 
Hcufe  at  Beconsfield-,  but  Sicknels  and  Death 
follow’d  fo  dole,  that  Mr.  Waller  had  not  Time 
to  revile  and  polifh  it,  as  otherwife  he  might 
perhaps  have  done  in  lorne  Places. 

The  Sicknefs,  of  which  he  dy’d,  was  a 
Drotfie.  In  the  Summer  of  1688  his  Legs 
began  to  fwell,  and  being  at  Beconsfield  he  took 
Dr.  Birch  with  him  to  Sir  Charles  Scarborough, 
firft  Phyfician  to  King  James,  then  in  Attend¬ 
ance  at  Windfor:  When  he  found  him,  he  laid. 
Be  came  to  him  as  an  Old  Friend,  as  well  as 
Fhyfician,  to  ask  him  what  that  Swelling  meant. 

Sir 
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Sir  Charles  faid  plainly.  Why,  sir,  your  Blood 
voill  run  no  longer.  Upon  which  Mr.  Wal¬ 
ler  repeated  fome  admirable  Verfes  out  of  Vir- 
yl>  Suitable  to  the  Occafion,  about  the  Conditi¬ 
on  of  Human  Life,  and  receiv'd  his  Sentence 
very  compofedly. 

His  laft  Poems  fhew  us,  that  his  latter  Years 
were  ipent  in  Divine  Studies,  and  , that  he  had 
fortified  himfelf  againft  this  Hour  by  Spiritual 
Meditations,  and  making,  his  Peace  with  Hea- 
ven.  Finding  his  Diftemper  increafe,  he  or¬ 
der’d  his  Son-in-law,  Dr.  Birch,  to  defire  all 
his  Children  to  join  with  him,  and  to  give  him 
the  HoJy  Sacrament:  Heat  the  fame  time  pro¬ 
mis'd  his  Chriftian  Faith,  with  great  Earneft- 
nefs  telling  them,  he  remember’d  the  Duke  of 
Buckingham  once  talk’d  profanely  before  King 
Charles,  and  that  he  told  him.  My  Lord ,  I  am 
a  great  deal  Older  than  Tour  Grace,  and  believe 
I  have  heard  more  Arguments  for  Aiheifm  than 
tver  Your  Grace  did  bail  have  liv'd  long  enough 
to  fee  there  is  nothing  in  them,  and  fo  I  hobe  Tour 
Grace  will.  He  remov’d  fome  time  before  his 
Death  from  Beconsfield  to  London,  where  he 
dy’d.  Hq  being  once  carry’d  to  Colefhill  to 
dine,  laid.  He  fhould  be  gladjo  die  like  theStaz 
where  he  was  rout'd:.  But  he  departed  this  Life 
m  Autumn  1688,  havmg.often  faid  he  fhould 
die  at  that  Time  of  the  Year. 
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Mr.  Waller,  leftfoveral  Children  behind  him, 
but  of  his  former  Eftate  not  above  Twelve  or 
Thirteen  Hundred  Pounds  a  Year,  which  he 
bequeathed  to  his  Second  Son,  Edmond  Wal¬ 
ler ,  Efq;  before  mentioned :  His  Eldeft,  Benja¬ 
min,  being  fo  far  from  inheriting  his  Father’s 
Wit,  that  he  had  not  a  common  Portion;  fo 
he  was  fent  to  Jerfcy,  a  Colony  in  the  We  ji¬ 
lt!  dies,  where  he’s  foil  living  in  Obfcurity  and 
Oblivion.  His  Third  Son  was  Mr.  William 
Waller,  a  Merchant  of  London ;  and  his  Fourth, 
Dr.  Stephen  Waller ,  a  famous  Civilian,  who 
was  one  of  the  CommilTioners  appointed  for 
the  Union  of  the  Two  Kingdoms.  A  Fifth 
Son  there  was,  but  we  cannot  give  any  Account 
of  him.  The  Infcrtption  on  his  Monument  in¬ 
forms  U3.that  there  were  Five  Sons  and  Eight 
Daughters  by  the  Second  Wife;  as  Margaret , 
the  Eldeft,  who  is  dead ;  Mary,  the  Wife  of 
Dr  .Birch,  dead  alfo  ;  as  is  another  marry ’d  to 

- -Her fey  of  Suffolk,  Efq;  another  marry’d 

rQ - Tipping  of  Qxfordfhire  Efq;  Elizjt,  foil 

living  unmarry’d,  Executrix-  with  her  Brother 
Edmond  Waller,  Efq;  Dorothy,  a  Dwarf,  who 
was  font  into  the  North  of  England-,  another, 
whole  Name  we  have  not  learnt ;  and  OHa- 
vta,  fo  call’d  for  being  the  Eighth.  Mr.  Ed¬ 
mond  Waller  his  Heir  us'd  to  he  chofen  for  Ag- 
tnondejham,  and  in  the  Parliament  never  e- 
ijpous’d  the  Court  or  Country  Party,  but  as  he 

thought 
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thought  it  for  their  mutual  In  ter  eft,  whence  he 
was  generally  look’d  upon  as  the  Head  of  the 
F lying  Squadron.  He  accepted  of  the  Com- 
miflions  which  his  Father  refus’d,  and  was  e- 
Rreem’d  in  his  Country  as  a  very  honeft  Gen¬ 
tleman,  and  a  Man  of  good  Senfe:  Nor  was 
he  without  a  Tafte  in  Poetry,  and  a  Vein 
which  wou’d  have  fhin’d  more,  had  it  not 
been  fet  fb  near  his  Father’s.  We  have  feen 
feveral  Copies  of  Verfes  written  by  him,  moft 
indeed  upon  Religious  Subje&s,  and  particu¬ 
larly  one  on  Divine  Worfhip,  alluding  to  fomc 
Verfes  in  Horace,  where  he  hangs  up  his  Vo¬ 
tive  Offerings  after  a  Poem. 

■ - When  Love  divine  our  Breajl  enflames. 

It  calms  the  Mind,  and  ail  our  TaJJions  tames: 
Boron  Jink  the  Hills,  and  Mountains  melt  away, 
The  Tallies  rife,  and  Night  is  turn'd  to  Bay. 

The  Waters  to  their  bidden  Seats  remove. 

And  with  the  Olive  Leaf  returns  the  Bove; 

The  Ark  then  rejls,  and  Man's  again  rejlor'd. 

And  Noah  builds  an  Altar  to  the  Lord. 

In  the  latter  part  of  his  Life  he  embrac’d  the 
Seft  of  the  Quakers,  which  Dr.  Birch  feem’d 
to  deny  ^ to  us,  urging,  that  his  laying  out  fo 
much  Mony  on  a  Tomb  for  his  Father,  argu’d 
he  con’d  not  be  a  Quaker,  for  that  thofe  Men 
are  profefs’d  Befpifers  of  all  fuch  Rights:  But 
b  i  that 
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“  tion And  fpeaking  of  what  that  Gentle¬ 
man  had  written  to  him  of  Windfor,  he  fays, 
llfa  plufieurs  chofes  Considerables,  entre  aunts 
vos  deux  Anacreons  Monfieur  de  St.  Evremond 
Monfieur  Waller,  m  qui  L’ Imagination  &  L’A- 
mour  ne  finifent  point:  “  There  are  feveral 
“  Things  confiderablc,  among  others,  your  two 
“  Anacreons,  Monfieur  de  St.  Evremond  and 
“  Mr.  Waller,  ofwhofe  Imagination  and  Love 
“  there  is  no  end.”  Monfieur  St. Evremond  had 
a  particular  Efteem  and  Friend fhip  for  him: 
Writing  to  the  lame  Mr.  de  la  Fontaine,  foon 
after  his  Death,  he  fays,  Monfieur  Waller,  dom 
nous  regrettons  la  Tent,  a  pouffe  la  vigueur 
de  TEfprit  jufqud  ’’Age  de  quatre-vingt-deux  arts. 
“  Mr.  Waller,  whofe  Lofs  we  mourn,  carry’d 
“  the  full  Vigour  of  his  Wit  to  the  Age  of  Four- 
“  fcore  and  two  Years. 

’Twas  the  Politenefs  of  his  Manners,  as  well 
as  the  Excellence  of  his  Genius,  which  en¬ 
dear’d  him  to  thefe  Foreign  Wits.  All  the 
World  knows,  Mr.  St.  Evremond  was  Polite  al- 
moft  to  a  Fault ;  and  yet  writing  to  my  Lord 
St,  Albans,  he  lays,  Mr.  Waller  vans  garde 
me  Converfation  delicieufe,  je  ne  fuis  pas  fi 
vain  de  vous  parlor  de  la  Mienne.  Mr.  Waller 
lets  you  not  -want  a  Delicious  Converfation ;  I  am 
not  fo  Vain  as  to  mention  Mine.  This  is  fiffi- 
cient  to  fhew  the  Opinion  Strangers  had  of 
his  Manners;  to  which  we  may  add,  that  he, 

who 
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who  fucceffively  liv’d  in  great  Familiarity  and 
Friendfhip  with  my  Lord  Falkland,  Sir  Francis 
Waimsan,  the  Earl  of  Northumberland,  the  Earl 
of  Holland,  the  Earl  of  Leictjler,  the  Counteft 
of  Carlijle,  the  Earl  of  St.  Albans,  the  Duke  of 
Buckingham,  the  Earl  of  Borfet,  the  Earl  of  Jito- 
chefler.  Sir  Charles  Sidney,  the  Dutchefs  of  Ma¬ 
zarine,  Monlleur  Bonrepmx,  Monfieur  St.  Evre- 
m»nd,  and  many  other  Perfons  of  the  lame 
Rank  and  Character ;  He,  who  was  carefs’d 
by  all  the  Princes  and  Princeffes,  his  Contem¬ 
poraries  in  England,  and  whom  his  very  Ene¬ 
mies  cannot  but  extol  for  his  Wit  and  Eloquence, 
mull  have  been  a  Man  of  fo  agreeable  a  Con- 
verfation,  that  we  may  almoft  delpair  of  ever 
having  his  Equal  in  this  Refpefi.  We  ihall 
clofe  what  we  intend  to  fay  of  his  Manners, 
and  Perfonal  Endowments,  .with  the  Earl  of 
Clarendon's  fhort  Character  of  him :  There  was 
of  the  Houfe  of  Commons  one  Mr.  Waller,  a  Gen¬ 
tleman  of  very  good  Fortune  and  Eflate,  and  of 
admirable  Farts  and  Faculty  of  Wit,  and  of  an 
tntimate  Converfatiomeith  thofe  who  had  that  Re¬ 
putation. 

The  msi  difficult  Part  of  .this  Un¬ 
dertaking  will  be  toJpeak  juftly  of  Mr.  Wal¬ 
ler,  as  a  Poet.  I  believe  every  one  will  allow 
him  to  have  been  the  .great  Rehner  of  otir 
Fnghfh  Verfificatim,  and  to  have  reduc’d  our 
Language  to  a  far  greater  Harmony  than  any 
«f  his  Predeceffors  could  attain. 

b  4 
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Fairfax  is  faid  to  have  given  him  the  firft 
Tafte  of  Numbers,  and  indeed  in  his  Verfion 
of  the  Gierufalemme  there's  much  more  Mufick 
than  in  the  Fairy  fgueert.  A  noble  Lord  (his 

Grace  the  Duke  of  B - m)  who  ishimfelf 

a  very  good  Judge  of  Poefie,  and  a  very  good 
Poet,  has  heard  Mr.  Waller  declare  that  it  was 
to  Fairfax  he  ow'd  the  Harmony  and  Srveetnefs 
of  his  Verification. 

Mr.  Dryden  tells  us,  Mr.  Waller  us’d  to  lay 
he  could  never  read  Chapman’s  Homer  without 
Tranfport ;  it  mult  not  be  for  the  Mufick  of 
his  Verfe,  but  the  Beauties  of  the  Original, 
which  he  preferv'd  in  his  Tranflation. 

As  great  a  Genius  as  Mr.  Waller  had,  he 
fometimes  trifled  with  it  too  much,  and  lavi- 
fl.ed  his  Wit  on  Idler  Subjects,  tho’  he  was 
qualify’d  for  the  greatefl 5  as  may  be  feen  by 
iome  Flights  in  his  fliort  Occafional 
Poems.  Dr.  Sylvefire,  in  his  Edition  of 
Mr.  De  St.  Fvremond’ s  Works,  fays,  Mr.  Ed¬ 
mond  Waller,  s’efi  generallement  fait  admirer 
par  la  delicatejfe  &  /’  Elevation  de  fon  Efprit ;  Ses 
I'oefies  ont  quelque  chofe  de  fi  Grand  de  fe 
Noble  aju’il  n’y  a  Foint  d’ Auteur  Anglois  qui  en 
ait  encore  appro che.  “  Mr.  Edmond  Waller  was 
“  genefaly  admir’d  for  the  Delicacy  and  Ele- 
“  vation  of  his  Genius ;  there's  fomething  fo 
“  Great  and  fo  Noble  in  his  Poems,  that  no 
“  Englifb  Author  has  ever  yet  come  up  to  it. 

What 
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What  he  has  Tranflated  of  the  Fourth  Book 
of  Virgil  (not  to  anticipate  the  Reader’s  Plea- 
lure  by  tranfcribing  here  the  Sublime  Paflages 
fcattered  through  his  Works)  fhews  he  was 
well  qualified  for  great  and  ferious  Underta¬ 
kings. 

So  to  mad  Pentheus  double  Thebes  appears, 

And  Furies  bowl  in  his  difiemper’d  Ears: 

Oreftes  fo,  with  like  Difirattion  tofs’d, 

Is  made  to  fly.  See. 

But  he  was  a  Man  of  Pleafure,  as  well  as 
Wit;  the  Labour  of  Heroicks  did  not  fuit  with 
his  Indolence:  He  wrote  for  his  Amufement, 
and  Fame  came  upon  him  unfought  for :  How 
he  wou’d  have  fucceeded  in  the  Drama,  we 
are  not  able  to  judge,  he  having  attempted 
nothing  in  that  kind  that  was  capable  of  Suc- 
cefs  in  Englijh-,  what  he  did  of  Fompey,  Cor¬ 
neille  is  to  anfwer  for;  what  he  alter’d  from 
Fletcher,  is  fo  little,  that  neither  the  Beauties 
nor  Faults  of  the  Maid’s  Tragedy  can  be  attri¬ 
buted  to  him.  It  is  certain  by  his  Verfes  to 
the  Author,  he  had  a  great  Opinion  of  that 
Play,  he  having  feveral  Couplets  on  it,  befides 
theie : 

7  never  yet  the  Tragick  Scene  affay’d, 

Defend  by  that  Inimitable  Maid; 

b  j  And 
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Anti  when  I  venture  at  the  Comtek  Style, 

Thy  Scornful  Lady  feems  to  mock  my  Toil. 

He  wrote  alio  a  Poem  on  Ben  Jobnfon,  with 
whom  and  Mr.  Fletcher,  his  probable,  he  was 
very  converfant,  they  being  both  his  Contem¬ 
poraries,  as  well  as  Dry  den,  Otway,  Shadwe!l,£cc. 
T  o  which  we  may  add  Shakefpear-,  for  he  was 
a  Member  of  the  Houfe  of  Commons  three 
or  four  Years  after  that  Poet’s  Death:  How¬ 
ever  his  DramatickEJfays  were  not  fo  efteem’d 
by  him,  as  to  be  preferv’d  or  publifh’d,  tho’ 
he  was  a  great  Admirer  of  this  kind  of  Wri¬ 
ting.  He  feems  to  have  wrote  (as  fbme  of 
the  Greek  and  Roman  Poets  have  done  before 
him)  for  the  Entertainment  of  himfelf,  his 
Miflrefs,  and  his  Friends,  and  to  have  covet¬ 
ed  no  Reputation  this  way,  that  might  lay  the 
leaft  Reftraint  upon  his  Inclinations. 

Our  Author  is  moft  properly  ranked  amongft- 
the  Lyrick  Writers ;  and  he  is  the  belt  in  that 
Kind  of  the  Enghfh,  and  perhaps  of  the  Mo¬ 
derns.  ’Tis  not  to  be  doubted  but  he  was 
a  Lover  and  an  Imitator  of  Anacreon,  and  had 
alfo  a  Veneration  for  Catullus,  of  whofc  Two 
different  Manners  he  has  form’d  One,  which 
is  as  Gallant  as  that  of  Catullus,  and  as  Eaiie 
as  that  of  Anacreon:  For  in  a  hundred  Places 
one  may  fee  he  follows  the  Ancients,  tho’  ne¬ 
ver  Servilely.  On  thisOccafion  we  cannot  but 
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remember  what  Monfieur  St.  Evremond  fays 
of  our  Author,  in  his  Difcourfe  Des  Belles  Let- 
tres.  Je  riai  point,  faith  he,  coma  d' Homme  a 
qui  l' Antiquit  e  foit  fi obligee  qua  Monjieur  Wal¬ 
ler;  II  lui  prete  fa  belle  Imagination  auffi  bien 
que  Son  Intelligence  fine  (jo  delicate  -,  en  forte  qu’il 
entre  dans  tEfprit  des  Ancient  non  feulement  pour 
bien  entendre  ce  qu’ils  ont  persfe,  mats  pour  embel- 
lir  encore  Leurs  penfees.  “  I  never  knew  a  Man 
“  to  whom  Antiquity  is  fo  much  oblig’d,  as 
“  to  Mr.  Waller :  He  lends  her  his  beautiful 
“  Imagination,  as  alio  his  fine  and  delicate  Un- 
“  demanding;  fo  that  he  enters  into  the  Ge- 
“  nius  of  the  Ancients,  not  only  to  underftand 
“  rightly  what  they  have  thought,  but  to  em- 
“  bellifh  their  Thoughts  ftill  more.” 

That  Mr.  Waller  imitated  Anacreon,  will  ap~ 
pear  to  any  one  who  knows  that  Manner, 
and  in  his  Trench  Friends  Works  ’tis  often 
mention’d.  But  the  Happinefs  of  our  Author’s 
Imitation  of  Anacreon,  will  beft  be  feen  in 
his  Poems  to  Amoret  and  Phillis,  efpecially 
this : 

Phillis,  why  fhoud  we  delay 
Pleafures  (liorter  than  the  Day  ? 

Con'd  we  ( which  we  never  can ) 

Stretch  our  Lives  beyond  their  Span, 

Beauty  like  a  Skatlow  flies. 

And  our  Xosith  before  ns  dies , 
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Or  won’ (l  Youth  and  Beauty  flay , 
has  Wings  and  will  away. 

Love  has  fwifter  Wmgs  than  Time. 

Nothing  can  be  more  Soft,  more  Eafie,  and 
more  in  the  Anacreontic};  Way. 

As  to  the  Verfes  written  after  the  Manner 
of  Catullus ,  where  is  there  any  thing  more 
Gallant  than  that  Ode,  if  we  may  ufe  the  Term, 
beginning  thus  ? 

Anger  in  hafly  Words  and  Blows 
It  felf  difcharges  on  its  Foes: 

And  Sorrow  too  finds  fome  Relief 
In  Tears,  which  wait  upon  our  Grief: 

So  ev'ry  Fajfion,  but  fond  Love, 

Unto  its  own  Redrefis  does  move  ■, 

But  that  alone,  &c. 

’Tis  a  Wonder  how  Mr.  Waller  comes  to 
be  charg’d  with  want  of  Fire,  when  he’s  fo 
full  of  Metaphors  and  Similies ;  and  when  he 
very  rarely  makes  ufe  of  any  which  do  not 
Embellifh  and  raife  the  Subject :  And  in  this, 
tho’  he  has  been  propofed  as  a  Pattern  to  copy 
after  by  aim  oft  all  the  Englifh  Poets  fince,  he 
has  ftill  been  found  Inimitable. 

Not  to  trouble  the  Reader  with  the  frivo¬ 
lous  Criticifms  that  Men  of  little  Candour  and 
judgment  are  apt  to  dwell  upon,  when  they 
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(peak  of  Mr.  Waller's  Writings;  we  will  own 
that  there  are  feveral  little  Overfights,  Impro¬ 
prieties,  and  Slips  in  Grammar,  to  be  found 
up  and  down  his  Works :  We  may  add  like- 
wife,  that  fometimes  his  Thoughts  are  not  fo 
Very  juft,  as  in  all  probability  they  would  have 
been,  if  he  had  been  at  the  Pains  to  revile 
them  in  cool  Blood.  But  to  make  Amends  for 
the  few  Blemifhes  that  are  to  be  found  in  his 
Works,  the  Beauties  in  them  are  very  exqui- 
fite,  and  fown  thick  from  one  End  of  his 
Poems  to  the  other.  In  a  Word,  nothing 
can  be  faid  more  to  the  Praife  of  any  Au¬ 
thor,  than  what  is  ftri&ly  due  to  Mr.  Waller, 
which  is.  That  he  left  our  Poetry  in  much  a 
better  State  than  what  he  found  it  in.  His 
Verfe  is  to  this  very  Day  harmonious,  and 
his  Language  ftill  courtly.  Mr.  Dry  dm  (who 
knew  the  Excellence  of  our  Author)  having 
Occafion  to  mention  him  in  his  Dedication  be¬ 
fore  his  Tranfktion  of  the  JEneis,  expreiles  him- 
felf  in  thefe  Words.  I  fay  nothing  of  Sir  John 
Denham,  Mr.  Waller,  and  Mr.  Cowley;  'tis  the 
utmoft  of  my  Ambition  to  be  thought  their  Equal,  or 
not  to  kg  much  inferior  to  them.  And  in  his  Dedi¬ 
cation  of  the  Rival  Ladies,  to  the  Earl  of  Orrery : 
Rhime  has  all  the  Advantage  of  Profe  befides  its 
own,  but  the  Excellence  and  Dignity  of  it  were 
never  fully  known  ’ till  Mr.  Waller  taught  it.  He 
firfl  made  writing  an  Eafie  Art,  firft  fhewd  us 

to 
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to  conclude  the  Senfe  mo  ft  ■ commonly  in  D  flicks, 
nbhich  in  the  Verfe  of  thofe  before  him  runs  on  for 
fo  many  Lines  together ,  that  the  Reader  is  out  of 
breath  to  overtake  it.  This  Sweetnefs  of  Mr.  Wal¬ 
ler’*  Lyrick  Poetry  was  afterwards  follow'd  in  the 
Epick  by  Sir  John  Denham,  in  his  Cooper’* 
Hill.  Rut  if  we  owe  the  Invention  of  it  to 
Mr.  Waller,  we.  Sec. 

That  way  of  ufing  the  lame  Initial  Letters 
in  a  Line,  which  throws  the  Verfe  off  more 
eafily,  as. 

When  Man  on  Many  multiply  d  his  Kind, 
was  firft  introdneed  by  him ;  as  in  this  Verfe, 

Oh  how  I  long  my  tender  Limbs  to  lay. 

And  Mr.  Bryden  imitated  it  to  Affettation,  as 
fome  others  fince  him  have  alfb  done.  From 
what  has  been  laid,  there  is  no  room  left  to 
doubt  but  that  the  Englifh  Poefie,  and  confe- 
quently  the  Englifh  Tongue,  is  the  moil  in¬ 
debted  to  Mr.  Waller  of  any  one  Author  {hat 
ever  wrote,  and  that  England  never  produced 
a  Finer  Wit,  a  more  Gallant  Genius,  and  a 
Politer  Gentleman. 

We  have  already  obferv’d,  that  the  Execu¬ 
tors  of  Mr.  Edmond  Waller,  die  Son  of  him 
whole  Life  we  have  written,  have  eredted  a 

very 
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very  fine  Monument  for  him  in  Becomfitld 
Church-yard,  of  which  the  Draught  we  have 
given  is  a  juft  Reprefentation.  It  ftands  on 
the  Eaft-fide  of  the  Church-yard,  near  the  Vault 
of  the  Family.  The  Infcriptions  on  the  Tomb 
were  written  by  Mr.  Rimer,  Hiftoiiographer 
to  the  Queen,  and  are  as  follows. 

On  the  WESTERN  END! 

Idmundi  Waller  hie  jacet  id  quamum  morti  cejjit, 
J>)ui  Inter  Poetas  Jui  temporis  facile  Princeps , 
Pat. ream,  quam  meruit  adolefcens , 
Orlogenartus  hand  abdicavit. 

■  Huic  debet  patria  Lingua  quod  credas. 

Si  Greece  LcUrneqtie  intermitterent,  Mujk 
Lequi  amarent  Angltce. 

SOUTH  SIDE. 

Hem  Viator  tumultUum  vides  Pdmmdum  Waller 
jgui  tanti  Nommis Poeta,  &  idem  avitis  opibus. 
Inter  Primos,  SpeHabilis  p  Mufis  fe  dedit,  &  pa- 
trie. 

Isondum  Oclcdecenarius,  inter  Ardm  Regni  tra- 
claMes, 

Stdem  habuit  a  Burgo  de  Amerfvam  mijfus. 
Hie  Viu  curfus  ;  nec  Oneri  defuit  Senex,  uix- 
itque  femper 

Papule 
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Fopulo  churns,  Frincipibus  in  deliciis,  admiration! 
Omnibus. 

Hie  conditur  Tumulo  fub  eodem 
Hard  Virtute  &  multA  prole  Nobilis 
Uxor,  Maria  ex  Brejfyorum  Familia, 

Cum  Edmundo  Waller,  Conjuge  ChariJJimo : 

5) uem  ter  &  decies  latum  fecit  patrem, 

VFiliis,  Filiabus  VIII, 

6) uos  Mundo  dedit,  &  in  Ccelum  rediit. 

EAST  END. 

Edmundus  Waller  cui  hoc  Marmor  facrum  eft, 
Colfhill  nafeendi  locum  habuit,  Cantabrigiam  ftu- 
diendi, 

Patrem  Robertum  &  ex  Hampdena  ftirpe  ma- 
trem-, 

Capit  vivere  3  Martii,  A.  D.  x6og. 
Frima  Uxor  Anna  Edvoardi  Banks  filia  Unica 
Hares ; 

Ex  prima  bis  Pater  fa  cl  us ;  ex  feernda  tredecies, 
Cui  &  duo  luftra  fuperftes ;  obiit  2 1  October, 
A.D.  1687. 

NORTH  END. 

Hoc  Marmore  Edmundo  Waller 
Mariaque  ex  fecundis  Nuptiis  Conjugi, 
Vientijftms  Parentibus  piijftme  parentavit 
Edmundus  Filius. 


Homes 
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Honores  bene-merentibus  Extremos  dedit, 
£>}uos  Ipfe  Eugit 

EL.  W.  IF.  H.  G.  ex  Teftamento  HMF. 

In  Judd  1700. 

We  have  nothing  more  to  remember  of  this 
admirable  Poet,  and  his  Family,  but  that  his 
Son  Edmond  Waller  dying  without  Iflue, 
gave  the  Eftate  to  Edmond  Waller,  Eldefl:  Son 
of  Dr.  Stephen  Waller  lately  deceas’d,  a  very 
hopeful  young  Gentleman  now  at  Eaton  School, 
who  has  a  Brother  nam’d  Henry,  and  their 
Mother,  Daughter  of  Sir  Thomas  Vernon  of  the 
City  of  London,  lives  now  at  Hall-Barn,  a  La¬ 
dy  of  great  Worth  and  Honour. 
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TO  THE 


KING 


ON  HIS 

navy. 

In  the  Tear  i6z6. 


WHaC  C'er  thyNavy  fpreads  her  canvas  Wings 
V  V  Homage  to  thee,  and  Peace  to  all  the  brings; 
The  French  and  Spaniard,  when  thy  Flags  appear. 
Forget  their  Hatred,  and  confent  to  fear. 


So  Jove,  from  Ida,  did  both  Holts  furvey. 

And,  when  he  pleas’d  to  Thunder,  part  the  Fray. 
Ships  heretofore  in  Seas  like  Filhes  lped. 

The  Mightieil  Hill  upon  the  Smalieft  fed. 

Thou  on  the  Deep  impofeft  Nobler  Laws, 

And  by  that  Juftice  halt  remov’d  the  Caufe 
Of  thofe  redeTempefts,  which  for  Rapine  fent. 
Too  oft  alas,  involv’d  the  innocent. 


B 


Noyr 


2  Poems  upon  feveral  Occafions. 

Now  ihall  the  Ocean,  as  thy  Thames.,  be  free 
From  both  thofe  Fates,  of  Storms,  and  Piracy." 

But  we  mod  Happy,  who  can  fear  no  Force 
But  winged  Troops,  or  Pegafean  Horfe  : 

’Tis  not  fohard  for  greedy  Foes  to  fpoil 
Another  Nation,  as  to  touch  our  Soil. 

Shou’d  Nature’s  Self  invade  the  World  again, 

And  o'er  the  Center  fpread  the  liquid  Main ; 

Thy  Pow’r  were  fafe,  and  her  deftruftive  Hand 
Wou’d  but  enlarge  the  Bounds  of  thy  Command: 
Thy  dreadful  Fleet  would  ftyle  Thee  Lord  of  all, 
And  ride  in  Triumph  o’er  the  drowned  Ball. 

Thofe  Tow’rsof  Oak  o’er  fertile  Plains  might  go, 
And  vilit  Mountains  where  they  once  did  grow. 

The  World’s  R.eftorer  never  cou’d  endure, 

That  finiih’d  Babel  Ihou’d  thofe  Men  fecure, 
Whofe  Pride  defign’d  that  Fabrick  to  have  flood 
Above  the  reach  of  any  feco-nd  Flood: 

To  Thee  his  Chofeu  more  indulgent.  He 
Dares  truft  fuch  Pow’r  with  fo  much  Piety. 


Of  the  Danger  His  Majefly  {being  Prince ) 
Efcaped  in  the  Road  at  St.  Andre. 


In  the  Tear  1621. 


NO  W  had  his  Highnefs  bid  farewel  to  Spain, 
And  reacht  the  Sphere  of  his  own  Pow’r  the 
With  ‘Brrf;y?r  Bounty  in  his  ShipheFeafts  [Main> 
Th’  Hsfperian  Princes,  his  amazed  Guefis, 
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To  find  that  watry  Wildernefs  exceed 
The  Entertainment  of  their  great  Madrid. 

Healths  to  bo:h  Kings,  attended  with  the  Rore 
Of  Cannons  eccho’d  from  th’  affrighted  Shoar, 
With  loud  Refemblauce  ot  his  Thunder  prove 
Bacchus  the  Seed  of  Cloud- compelling  Jove. 

While  to  his  Harp  Divine  Mrion  fings 

The  Loves  and  Conquefts  of  our  ^Albion  Kings. 

Of  the  Fourth  Edward  was  his  Noble  Songs  - 
Fierce,  Goodly,  Valiant,  Beautiful  and  Young: 

He  rent  the  Crown  from  vanquilht  Henry’s  Head: 
Rais’d  the  white  Rofe,  and  trampled  on  the  Red; 
’Till  Love,  triumphing  o’er  the  Vidtor’s  Pride, 
Brought  Mars  and  llrarwick^to  the  Conquer’d  fide: 
Neglefted  Warwick. „  (wbofe  bold  Hand  like  Fate, 
Gives  and  refumes  the  Scepter  of  our  State) 

Wooes  for  his  Matter,  and,  with  double  Shame, 
Himfelf  deluded,  mocks  the  Princely  Dame, 

The  Lady  Bona',  whom  juft  Anger  burns; 

And  Foreign  War  with  Civil  Rage  returns. 

Ah  fpare  your  Swords,  where  Beauty  is  to  blame  ; 
Love  gave  th’ Affront,  and  mutt  repair  the  fame.*  ' 
W  hen  France  Ihall  boaft  of  her,  whofe  conqu’ring 
Eyes 

Have  made  the  beft  of  Englifh  Hearts  their  Prize; 
Have  Fow’r  to  alter  the  Decrees  of  Fate, 

And  change  again  the  Counfels  of  our  State. 

What  the  Prophetick  Mufe  intends,  alone 
To  him  that  feels  the  fecret  Wound  is  known, 

k.  ■ 
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With  the  fweet  found  of  this  harmonious  Lay 
About/the  Keel  delighted  Dolphins  play  ; 

Too  fure  a  fign  of  Seas  enfuing  Rage, 

Which  mud  anon  this  Royal  Troop  engage: 

To  whom  foft  Sleep  feems  more  fecure  and  fweet, 
V/ithin  the  Town  commanded  by  our  Fleet. 

Thefe  mighty  Peers  plac’d  in  the  gilded  Barge, 

Proud  with  the  burden  of  fo  brave  a  Charge : 

With  painted  Oars  the  Youths  begin  to  fweep 
Neptune's  fmoothFace,  andcleave  the  yielding  Deep, 
Which  foon  becomes  the  feat  of  fudden  War 
Between  the  Wind  and  Tide,  that  fiercely  jar: 

As  when  a  fort  of  lufty  Shepherds  try 
Their  Force  at  Foot-ball,  care  of  Viftory 
Makes  them  falute  fo  rudely  Bread  to  Bread, 

That  their  Encounter  feems  too  rough  for  jeft; 

They  ply  their  Feet,  and  Hill  the  reitlefs  Ball 
Tod  to  and  fro  is  urged  by  them  all: 

Sq  fares  the  doubtful  Barge  ’twixt  Tide  and  Winds: 
And  like  effeft  of  their  contention  finds. 

Yet  the  bold  Britain!  dill  fecurely  row’d; 

Charles  and  his  Virtue  was  their  facred  load: 

Than  which  a  greater  pledge  Heav’n  could  not  give, 
That  the  good  Boat  his  Temped  fliould  out-live. 
But  Storms  encreafe,  and  now  no  hope  of  grace 
Among  them  Brines,  fave  in  the  Prince’s  Face; 

The  red  refign  their  Courage,  Skill  and  Sight, 

To  Danger,  Horror,  and  unwelcome  Night. 


The 
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The  gentle  VelTel,  wont  with  State  and  Pride 
On  the  fmooth  back  of  Silver  Thants  to  ride. 
Wanders  Aftonilh’d  in  the  angry  Main, 

As  Titan's  Car  did,  while  the  golden  Rein 
Fill’d  thp  Young  Hand  of  his  advent’rous  Son, 
When  the  whole  World  an  equal  hazard  run 
To  this  of  ours,  the  Light  of  whole  Delire, 
Waves  threaten  now,  as  that  was  skat’d  by  Fire. 
1  h’  impatient  Sea  grows  Impotent  and  raves. 
That  (Night  aliifting)  his  Impetuous  Waves 
Should  find  Refinance  from  fo  light  a  thing; 
Thefe  Surges  ruin,  thofe  our  Safety  bring. 

Th’  opprefiird  Vefi’el  doth  the  Charge  abide; 

Only  becaufe  aflail’d  on  evety  fide; 

So  Men  with  Rage  and  Faflton  fct  on  fire. 
Trembling  fox  hade,  impeach  their  mad  Defire. 

The  pale  Iberians  had  expir’d  with  Fear; 

But  that  their  Wonder  did  divert  their  Care; 

To  fee  the  Prince  with  danger  mov’d  no  more. 
Than  with  the  Pleafures  of  their  Court  before. 
God-like  his  Courage  feem’d,  whom  nor  Delight 
Cou’d  fofren,  not  the  Face  of  Death  affright: 
Next  to  the  Pow’r  of  making  Tempefts  ceafe, 
Was  in  that  Storm  to  have  fo  calm  a  Peace. 

Great  Mart  cou’d  no  greater  Temped  feign. 
When  the  loud  Winds  ufurping  on  the  Main 
For  angry  Jmo,  labour'd  to  dedroy 
The  hated  Reiiques  of  confounded  Trey: 
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His  bold  <s£nea j,  on  like  Billows  toft, 

In  a  tall  Sh  p,  and  all  his  Countiy  loft, 

Diflolves  with  Fear,  and  both  his  Hands  upheld. 
Proclaims  them  Happy  whom  the  Greeks  had  quell’d 
In  Honourable  Fight :  Our  Hero  fee 
In  a  fmall  Shah  op,  Fortune  in  his  Debt, 

So  near  a  hope  of  Crowns  and  Scepters,  more 
Than  ever  P  iam,  when  he  flourilh  d,  wore. 

His  Loins  yet  lull  of  ungot  Princes,  all 
His  Glory  in  the  Bud,  lets  nothing  fall 
That  argues  Fear,  If  any  Thought  annoys 
The  Gallant  You  h,  ’tis  Love’s  uutafted  Joys, 

And  dear  Remembrance  of  that  fatal  Glance, 

For  which  he  lately  Pawn'd  his  Heart  in  France-, 
Where  he  h  ,d  feen  a  brighter  Nymph  than  ihe 
That  fpiung  out  of  his  prefent  Foe,  the  Sea. 

That  Noble  Ardor,  more  than  mortal  Fire, 

The  Conquer’d  Ocean  could  not  make  expire. 

Nor  angry  Thetis ,  raife  her  Waves  abor; 

Th’  Heroick  Prince’s  Courage,  or  his  Love; 

’Twas  Indignation,  and  not  Fear  he  felt. 

The  Shrine-  ihou’d  perifn,  where  that  Image  dwelt. 

Ah  Love  forbid  1  the  Nobleft  of  thy  Train 
Shou’d  not  furvive  to  let  her  know  his  Pain: 

Who  nor  his  Feril  minding,  nor  his  Flame, 

Is  entertain’d  with  fome  lefs  ferious  Game 
Among  the  bright  Nymphs  of  the  Gal/ick^Coust ; 
All  highly  born,  oblequious  to  her  Sport : 
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They  Kofes  feem,  which  in  their  early  Pride, 

But  half  reveal,  and  half  their  Beauties  hide; 

She  the  glad  Morning,  which  her  Beams  does  throw 
Upon  their  fmiling  Leaves,  and  gilds  them  fo  ; 
Like  bright  ^ittrvra,  whofe  refulgent  Kay 
Foretels  the  Fervour  of  enfuing  Day, 

And  warns  the  Shepherd  with  his  Flock’s  retreat 
To  leafie  Shadows,  from  the  threatned  Heat. 

From  Cnfid’ s  Strings,  of  many  '’hafts  that  t led, 
Wing'd  with  thofe  Plumes  which  noble  Fame  had  ihed 
As  through  the  wondring  World  Ihe  flew,  and  told 
Of  his  Adventures  haughty,  brave  and  bold, 

Some  had  already  touch’d  the  Royal  Maid, 

Bur  Love’s  firft  Summons  feldom  are  obey’d  : 
Light  was  the  Wound,  the  Prince’s  Care  unknown 
She  might  not,  would  nor,  yet  reveal  her  own. 

His  Glorious  Name  had  fo  poffeft  her  Ears, 

That  with  Delight  thofe  antique  Tales  Ihe  hears 
Of  Jaftn,  TbeJ'eus,  and  fuch  Worthies  Old, 

As  with  h.s  Story  bell  refcmblance  hold. 

And  now  ihe  views,  as  on  the  Wall  it  hung, 

What  old  Mufans  fo  Divinely  fung  : 

Whicn  Art  with  Life  and  Love  did  fo  inlpixe, 

That  Ihe  dilcems,  and  favours  that  defire. 

Which  t  here  provokes  th’a  dvent’rous  Youth  rofwim 
And  in  Lewder' s  danger  pities  him: 

Whofe  not  new  Love  alone,  but  Fortune  leeks 
To  frame  his  Story  .like  that  amorous  Greeks. 
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For  from  the  Stern  of  fome  good  Ship  appears 
A  friendly  Light,  which  moderates  their  Fears j 
New  Courage  from  reviving  Hope  tney  take, 

A*»d  climbing  e’et  the  W  eves,  that  Taper  makej 
Oa  which  the  Hope  of  ail  their  Lives  depends, 

As  his  that  ftdt  Hand  extends. 

The  ship  at  Ane  tor,  like  a  fixed  Roe!;, 

Breaks  the  protid  Biilows.which  heritage  Ties  knock  J 
Whole  Rage  refitaint d  foaming  higher  fwells. 

And  fiom  her  Port  the  weary  Barge  repels, 

Threat tting  to  nuke  he*,  foiced  out  again, 

Repeat  the  dangers  of  the  troubled  Main. 

Twice  was  the  Cable  hurl’d  in  vain  j  the  Fates 
Wou’d  not  be  moved  for  our  Sifter  States: 

For  England  is  the  third  fuccefsful  throw. 

And  .hen  the  Genius  of  that  Land  they  know.1 
W  hofe  Prince  muft  be  (as  their  own  Books  devife) 
Lord  of  the  Scene,  where  now  his  danger  lies. 

Well  fung  the  T{or;;jtn  Bard;  all  Human  things 
Of  deareft  value  hang  on  (lender  Strings. 

O  fee  the  then  foie  hope,  and  in  deitgn 
Of  Heav’n  our  Joy,  fupported  by  a  Line; 

Which  for  that  inftant  was  Heav’n’s  Care  above, 
The  Chain  that’s  fixed  to  the  Throne  of  Jove, 

On  which  the  Fabrick  of  our  World  depends; 

One  Link  difl'olv’d,  the  whole  Creation  ends. 
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Of  His  Majefty' s  receiving  the  News 
the  Duke  of  Buckingham’^  Death . 

In  the  Tear  1 628. 

C  O  earnsPc  with  thy  God,  can  r.o  new  Care, 

No  fenfe  of  danger  interrupt  thy  Prayer? 

The  Sacred  Wreftler  ’till  a  Blefiing  giv'n, 

Quits  not  his  hold,  but  halting  conquers  Hcav’nr 
Nor  was  the  Stream  of  thy  Devotion  flopp’d} 
When  from  the  Body  fitch  a  Limb  was  lopp’d, 

As  to  thy  prefent  State  was  no  lefs  Maim; 

Tho’  thy  wife  Choice  has  fincejrepair’d  the  fame. 
Bold  Homer  durft  not  fo  great  Virtue  feign 
In  his  befl  pattern;  of  Pamelas  flain 
With  fuch  Amazement  as  weak  Mothers  ufe, 

And  frantick  Gefture,  he  receives  the  News: 

Yet  fell  his  Darling  by  th’  impartial  Chance 
Ol  War,  impos’d  by  Royal  Heshor's  Launce; 

Thine  in  full  Peace,  and  by  a  vulgar  Hand 
Torn  from  thy  Sofom,  left  his  high  Command’. 

The  famous  Painter  cou’d  allow  no  place 
For  private  Sorrow  in  a  Prince’s  Face  : 

Tet,  that  h,s  Piece  might  not  exceed  Belief, 

He  calf  a  Veil  upon  fuppofed  Grief. 

’Twas  want  of  fuch  a  Prefident  as  this, 

Made  the  Old  Heathens  frame  their  Gods  amifs. 

B  s  Their 
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Their  Phabus  Ihou’d  not  aft  a  fonder  part 
For  their  fair  Boy,  than  he  did  for  his  Heart; 

Nor  blame  for  Hyacintbus '  Fate  his  own  [known. 
That  kept  from  him  wifli’d  Death,  hadft  thou  been 
He  that  with  thine  lhall  weigh  good  David’s  Deeds 
Shall  find  his  Paffion,  not  his  Love  exceeds. 

He  curft  the  Mountains  where  his  brave  Friend  dy’d> 
But  let  falle  Ziba  with  his  Heir  divide: 

Where  thy  Immortal  Love  to  thy  belt  Friends, 
Like  that  of  Heav’n,  upon  their  Seed  defeends. 
Such  huge  Extreams  inhabit  thy  great  Mind, 

God- like  unmov’d,  and  yet  like  Woman  kind. 
Which  of  the  ancient  Poets  had  not  brought 
Onr  Charles’ s  Pedigree  from  Heav'n,  and  taught 
How  forne  bright  Dame  compreft  by  mighty  Jove 
Produc’d  this  mixt  Divinity  and  Love  ? 


To  the  Queen,  occajioned  upon  fight  of 
Her  Adajefiy's  Picture. 

WE11  farethe  Hand  which,  to  our  humble  Sight, 
Prefents  that  Beauty  which  the  dazling  Light 
Of  Koyal  Splendor  hides  from  weaker  Eyes; 

And  all  Accefs  (fave  by  this  Art)  denies. 

Here  only  we  have  Courage  to  behold 
-  This  Beam  of  Glory  ;  here  we  dare  unfold 

In 
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In  numbers  thus  the  Wonders  we  conceive : 

The  gracious  Image  Teeming  to  give  leave, 
Eropitious  Hands,  vouchfafing  to  be  Teen; 

And  by  our  Mufe  laiuted. 

Mighty  Queen, 

In  whom  th’  exfreams  of  Pow’r  and  Beauty  move, 
The  Queen  of  "Britain,  and  the  Queen  of  Love. 

As  the  brighc  Sun  (to  which  we  owe  no  fight 
Of  equal  Glory  to  your  Beauties  light) 

Is  wifely  plac’d  in  fo  fublime  a  Seat, 

T’ extend  his  Light,  and  moderate  his  Hedt : 

So  happy  ’tis  you  move  in  fuch  a  Sphere, 

As  your  high  Majefty  with  awful  Fear, 

In  human  Breads  mi.ht  qualifie  that  Fire, 

Which  kindled  by  thofe  Eyes  had  flamed  higher. 
Than  when  the  fcorched  World  like  hazard  run. 

By  the  Approach  of  the  ill-guided  Sun. 

No  other  Nymphs  have  Title  to  Men’s  Hearts, 

But  as  their  Meannefs  larger  Hope  imparts.- 
Your  Beauty  more  the  fondeft  Lover  moves 
With  Admiration,  than  his  private  Loves  j 
With  Admiration!  for  a  pitch  fo  high 
(Save  Sacred  Charles  his)  never  Love  duift  fly. 
Heav’n  that  preferr’d  a  Scepter  to  your  Hand, 
Favour’d  our  Freedom  more  than  your  Command: 
Beauty  had  Crown’d  you,  and  you  mud  have  been 
The  whole  World's  Mifirefs,  other  than  a  Queen. 

All 


iz  Teems  upon  federal  Occafions~. 

All  had  been  Rivals,  and  you  might  have  fpai’d. 
Or  kill’d  and  tyranniz’d  without  a  Guard. 

No  Pow’r  archiev’d,  either  by  Arms  or  Birth, 
Equals  Love’s  Empire,  both  in  Heav’n  and  Earth. 
Such  Eyes  as  yours,  on  Jove  himfelf  have  thrown 
As  bright  and  fierce  a  Lightning  as  his  own: 
Witnefs  our  Jove ,  prevented  by  their  Flame 
In  his  fwift  Palfage  to  th’  Hefperian  Dame; 

When,  like  a  Lion,  finding  in  his  way 
To  fome  intended  Spoil,  a  fairer  Prey; 

The  Royal  Youth  purfuing  the  Report 
Of  Beauty,  found  it  in  the  Gallic ^  Court : 

There  publick  Care,  with  private  Palfion,  fought 
A  doubtful  Combat  in  his  Noble  Thought: 

Shou’d  he  confefs  his  Greatnefs,  and  his  Love, 
And  the  free  Faith  of  your  great  Brother  prove, 
With  his  ^Achates  breaking  through  the  Cloud 
Of  that  Difguile  which  did  their  Graces  Ihroud, 
And  mixing  with  thole  Gallants  at  the  Ball, 
Dance  with  the  Ladies  and  outlhine  them  all; 

Or  on  his  Journey  o’er  the  Mountains  ride  i 
So  when  the  fair  Lencothoe  he  efpy’d, 

To  check  his  Steeds,  impatient  Phtebr.s  yearn’d, 
Though  all  the  World  was  in  his  Courfe  concern’d- 
What  may  hereafter  her  Meridian  do, 

Whofe  dawning  Beauty  warm’d  his  3orom  fo? 

Not  fo  divine  a-Flame,  fince  deathlels  Gods 
Forbore  to  vilit  the  defil’d  Abodes 
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Of  Men,  in  any  mortal  Breaft  did  burn; 
Nor  lhall,  till  Piety  and  they  rerum. 
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Upon  his  Aiujefiy's  repairing  of  St.  Paul\r. 
In  the  Tear  1631. 

THat  iliipwrackt  Veffei  which  ch’  Apoftle  bore 
Scarce  fuffer’d  more  upon  Melita’s  Shore, 
Than  did  his  Temple  in  the  Sea  of  Time, 

(Our  Nation’s  Glory,  and  our  Nation’s  Crime) 
When  thefirft  Monarch  of  this  happy  Ifie, 

Mov’d  with  the  Ruin  of  fo  brave  a  Pile, 

This  work  of  Coft  and  Piety  begun, 

To  be  accomplifii’d  by  his  Glorious  Son; 

Who  all  that  came  within  the  ,ample  thought 
Of  his  wife  Sire,  has  to  Perfection  brought. 

He  like  mphion  makes  thofe  Quarries  leap 
Into  fair  Figures  from  a  confus’d  heap.- 
For  in  his  Art  of  Regiment  is  found 
A  Pow’r  like  that  of  Harmony  it  found.  r  . 

Thofe  antique  Minfirels  fine  were  Cbai-fa-uk’ 
Cities  their  Lutes,  and  Subiefts  Hearts  thfir  vrrinoc. 
On  which  with  fo  divine  a  hand  they  flrook, 
Confent  of  Motion  from  their  Breath  they  took. 
So  all  our  Minds  with  his  conlpire  to  grace 
The  Gentiles  great  Apoftle,  and  deface 
Thofe  State-obfcuring  Sheds,  that  like  a  Chain 
Seem'd  to  confine  and  fetter  him  again ; 
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Which  the  glad  Saint  ftiakes  off  at  his  Command, 
As  once  the  Viper  from  his  Sacred  Hand: 

So  joys  the  Aged  Oak,  when  vve  divide 
The  creeping  Ivy  from  his  injur’d  fide. 

Ambition  rather  would  affeft  the  Fame 
Of  fome  new  Strufture,  to  have  born  her  Name; 
Two  diftant  Virtues  in  one  A 6t  we  find, 

T  he  Modefty,  and  Greatnefs  of  his  Mind ; 

Which  not  content  to  be  above  the  Rage 
And  Injury  of  all-impairing  Age, 

In  its  own  Worth  fecure,  doth  higher  climb, 

And  things  half  fwallow’d  from  the  Jaws  of  Time 
Reduce ;  an  earneft  of  his  grand  defign 
To  frame  no  New  Church,  but  the  Old  refine : 
Which  Spoufe-like  may  with  comely  Grace  command 
More  than  by  force  of  Argument  or  Hand. 

For  doubtful  Reafon  few  can  apprehend ; 

And  War  brings  Ruin  where  it  fhou’d  amend: 

But  Beauty,  with  a  bloodiefs  Conqueft,  finds, 

A  welcome  Sov’raignty  in  rudeft  Minds. 

Not  ought  which  Sheba's  wondring  Queen  beheld 
Amongft  the  works  of  Solomon,  excell’d 
His  Ships  and  Building ;  Emblems  of  a  Heart 
Large  both  in  Magnanimity  and  Art: 

While  the  propitious  Heav’ns  this  work  attend, 
Long  wanted  Showers  they  forgot  to  fend; 

As  if  they  meant  to  make  it  underftood, 

Of  more  importance  than  our  vital  Food. 
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The  Sun  which  rifeth  to  falute  the  Quire 
Already  finifh’d,  fetting  Hull  admire 
How  private  Bounty  cou’d  fo  far  extend; 

The  King  built  all,  but  Charles  the  Weftem-end: 

So  proud  a  Fabrick  to  Devotion  giv’n. 

At  once  it  Threatens  and  obliges  Heav'n. 

Laemedon  that  had  the  Gods  in  pay, 

Neptune,  with  him  that  rules  the  facred  Day, 

Cou’d  no  fuchStru&ure  raife;  Troy  Wall’d  fohigh, 
Th’  nitrides  might  as  well  have  forc'd  the  Sky. 

Glad,  though  amazed,  are  our  neighbour  Kings 
To  fee  fuch  Pow’r  employ’d  in  Peaceful  things. 
They  lift  not  urge  it  to  the  dreadful  Field  ; 

The  task  is  eafier  to  deftroy,  than  build. 

- - Sic  gratia  %egum 

Pieriis  tent  at*  midis.  Horat. 


The  Country  to  my  Lady  of  Carlifle. 

Madam, 

O  F  all  the  facred  Mufe  infpir’d, 

Orpheus  alone  cou’d  with  the  Woods  comply; 

Their  rude  Inhabitants  his  Song  admir’d. 

And  Nature’s  felf  in  thofe  that  cou’d  not  lye. 

Your  Beauty  next  cur  Solitude  invades, 

And  warms  us,  lhining  through  the  thickeft  Shades. 

Nor' 
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Nor  ought  the  Tribute)  which  the  wondring  Court 
Pays  your  fair  Eyes,  prevail  with  you  to  fcorn 

The  anfwer  and  confent  to  that  Report, 

Which  Eccho  like  the  Country  does  return  : 
Mirrors  are  taught  to  Flatter,  but  our  Springs 
Prefent  th’  impartial  Images  of  things. 

A  Rural  Judge  difpos’d  of  Beauty’s  prize, 

A  fimtde  Shepherd  was  preferr’d  to  Jove-, 

Down  to  the  Mountains  from  the  partial  Skies 
Cams  "jam,  Pallas,  and  the  Queen  of  Love, 

To  plead  for  that,  which  was  fo  juftly  giv’n 
To  the  bright  Carlijle  of  the  Court  of  Heav'n. 

Carlijle !  a  Name  which  all  our  Woods  are  taught, 
Loud  as  his  ^imarillis  to  refound ; 

Carlijle'.  a  Name  which  on  the  Bark  is  wrought 
Of  ev  ry  Tree  that’s  worthy  ef  the  Wound. 

From  Phubus  rage,  our  Shadows,  and  our  Streams, 
May  guard  us  better  than  from  Carlijle's  Beams. 


The  Count  efs  of  Carlille  in  Mourning. 

TT7  Hen  from  black  Clouds  no  part  of  Sky  is  cleat, 
*  *  But  juft  fo  much  as  lets  the  Sun  appear; 
Heav’n  then  would  feem  thy  Image,  and  refleft 
Thofe  Sable  Veftmencs,  and  that  Bright  A fp eft. 


A 


Poems  upon  fever al  Occafions,  i  y 

A  Spark  of  Virtue  by  the  deeped  Shr.de 
Of  (ad  Adverlity  is  fairer  made; 

Nor  left  Advantage  doth  thy  Beauty  get, 

A  VtnHi  riling  from  a  Sen  of  Jet. 

Sueh  was  th’  Q'pea ranee  of  new-formed  fight, 
While  yet  it  fUuggkd  with  Eternal  Night. 

Then  Mourn  no  more,  left  thou  admit  encrcafe 
Of  Glory,  by  thy  noble  Lord’s  Deceafe. 

We  find  not  that  the  Laughter-loving  Dame 
Mourn'd  for  Jncliifcs-,  ’twas  enough  (he  cams 
To  grace  the  Mortal  with  her  deathlefs  Bed, 

And  that  his  living  Eyes  fuch  Beauty  fed: 

Had  (he  been  there,  untimely  Joy  through  all 
Mens  Hearts  diffus’d,  had  m  ur’d  the  Funeral. 
Thofe  Eyes  were  made  to  banilh  Grief:  as  well 
Bright  Phcebus  might  affeft  in  Shades  to  dwell. 

As  they  to  put  on  Sorrow  ;  nothing  (lands 

But  pow’r  to  grieve,  exempt  from  thy  Commands. 

It  thou  lament,  thou  mud  do  to  alone ; 

Grief  in  thy  Prefence  can  lay  hold  on  none. 

Yet  dill  perlift  the  Memory  to  love 
Of  that  great  Mercury  of  our  mighty  Jove. 

Who  by  the  pow’r  of  his  enchanting  Tongue, 
Swords  from  the  Hands  of  Thteatning  Monarehs 
W ar  he  prevented,  or  foon  made  it  ceafe,  iWIUn£- 
Inftrutting  Princes  in  the  Arts  of  Peace: 

Such  as  made  Sheba's  curious  Queen  refort 
To  the  large-hearted  Hebrew’s  Famous  Court, 

Had 
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Had  Homer  fat  amongft  his  wondring  Guefls, 

He  might  have  learn’d  at  thofe  ftupendious  Feafts, 
With  greater  Bounty,  and  mote  facted  State 
The  Banquet  of  the  Gods  to  Celebrate. 

But  O  !  what  Elocution  might  he  ufe, 

What  potent  Charms  that  could  fo  foon  infufe 
His  abl'ent  Mafter’s  love  into  the  Heart 
Of  Henrietta,  forcing  her  to  part 
From  her  lov’d  Brother,  Country,  and  the  San, 
And  like  Camilla  o’er  the  Waves  to  run 
Into  his  Arms;  while  the  Parifian  Dames 
Mourn  for  their  Ravifh’d  Glory ;  at  their  Flames 
No  lefs  amaz’d  than  the  amazed  Starrs, 

When  the  bold  Charmer  of  Tlsejfaiia  Watt’s 
With  Heav'n  it  lelf,  and  Numbers  docs  repeat 
Which  call  defeending  Cjnthia  from  her  Seat. 


In  Anfwer  to  one  who  JVrit  againft  a 
fair  Lady. 

WHat  Fury  has  provok’d  thy  Wit  to  dare 

With  Diomede,  to  wound  the  Queen  of  Love, 
Thy  Miftrefs’  Envy,  or  thine  own  Detpair? 

Not  the  juft  PalUs  in  thy  Bread  did  move 
So  blind  a  Rage,  with  fuch  a  diff’rent  Fate 
He  Honour  won,  where  thou  haft  purchas  d  Hate. 
She  gave  afiiftance  to  his  Trojan  Foe  ; 

Thou  that  without  a  Rival  thou  may’ft  love, 

Doft 
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Doft  to  the  Beauty  of  this  Lady  owe. 

While  after  her  the  Gazing  World  does  move. 
Canft  thou  not  be  content  to  Love  alone, 

Or  is  thy  Miftrefs  nor  content  with  one? 

Haft  thou  not  read  of  Fairy  Arthur's  Shield, 
Which  but  dt'fclos’d,  amaz’d  the  weaker  Eyes 
Of  proudeft  Foes,  and  won  the  doubtful  Field? 

So  ihall  thy  Rebel  Wit  become  her  Frize. 

Should  thy  Iamkicts  fwell  into  a  Book, 

All  were  confuted  with  one  Radiant  Look. 

Heav’n  he  oblig’d  that  plac’d  her  in  the  Skies, 
Rewarding  Phabtts,  for  infpiring  fo 
His  noble  Brain,  by  likening  to  thofe  Eyes 
His  joyful  Beams:  But  Phcebns  is  thy  Foe, 

And  neither  aids  thy  Fancy  nor  thy  Sight ; 

So  ill  thou  Rhim’ft  againft  fo  fair  a  Light. 


On  my  Lady  Dorothy  Sidney’/  Pifiure. 

SUch  was  Tbilocle.t-  fech  Muciierus  Flame; 

The  marchlels  Sidney  that  immortal  Frame 
Of  perfeft  Beauty  on  two  Pillars  plac’d, 

Not  his  high  Fancy  cou’d  one  Pattern  grac’d 
With  fuch  extremes  of  Excellence  compofe. 
Wonders  fo  dtftant  in  one  Face  difclofe: 

Such  cheerful  Modefty,  fuch  humble  State, 

Moves  certain  Love,  but  with  a  doubtful  Fate. 


/ 


As 
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As  when  fceycv.d  our  greedy  Reach  v/e  fee, 
Inviting  Fruit  on  too  lullime  a  Tree. 

All  the  rich  Flo  v’ is  through  his  w Arcadia  found, 
Amaz’d  w,e  fee,  in  this  one  Garland  bound. 

Had  bat  this  Copy,  which  the  Ariilt  took 
From  tiie  fan  Pifture  cf  that  r.oblc  3ook, 

Stood  at  CflaKder’s,  the  brave  Friends  had  jarr’d, 
And  Rivals  made,  th’  enfuing  Story  mari’d. 

Juft  Nature  firft  inftru&ed  by  this  Thought,1 
In  his  own  Houfe  thus  practis’d  what  he  taught. 
This  glorious  Piece  tranfeends  what  he  ccu'd  thinks 
So  much  his  Flood  is  nobler  than  his  Ink. 


To  V  AND  IKE. 

Are  <Ar;ifan\  whofe  Pencil  moves 


JLV.  Not  our  DJightsalone,  but  Loves: 
From  thy  Shop  of  Beauty  v/e 
Staves  return,  that  enter’d  Free. 

The  heedlefs  Lover  does  not  know 
Whofe  Eyes  they  are  that  wound  hurt  fo : 
But  confounded  with  thy  Art, 

Inquires  her  Name  that  has  his  Heart, 
Another  who  did  long  refrain, 

Feels  his  Old  Wound  Bleed  freth  again. 
With  dear  remembrance  of  that  Face, 
Where  now  he  Reads  new  hope  of  Grace: 


Nor 
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Nor  Scorn,  nor  Cruelty  does  find  : 

But  gladly  differs  a  falfe  Wind 
To  blow  the  Afhe3  of  Defpair 
From  the  reviving  Brand  of  Care : 

Fool  that  forgets  her  ftubbarn  Look 
This  Sofcnefs  frotn  thy  Finger  took. 
Strange  that  thy  Hand  Ihould  not  infpire 
The  Beauty  only,  but  theFire: 

Not  the  Form  alone,  and  Grace, 

But  A<ff  and  Power  of  a  Face. 

May’ll:  thou  yet  thy  felf  as  well. 

As  all  the  World  befides  excel; 

So  you  th’  unfeigned  Truth  rehearfe, 
(That  I  may  make  it  Live  in  Verfe) 

Why  thou  could’lt  not  at  one  effay, 

That  Face  to  after-times  convey, 

Which  this  admires;  was  it  thy  Wit 
To  make  her  oft  before  thee  fit  : 

Confefs,  aud  we’ll  Forgive  thee  this: 

For  who  would  not  repeat  that  blifs. 
And  frequent  fight  of  fuch  a  Dame, 

Buy  with  the  hazard  of  his  Fame* 

Yet  who  can  tax  thy  blamelefs  Skill, 
Though  thy  good  Hand  had  failed  Hill? 
When  Nature's  felf  fo  often  Errs, 

She  for  this  many  thouland  Years 
Seems  to  have  practis’d  with  much  care, 
To  frame  the  Kace  of  Woman  Fair; 
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Yet  never  could  a  perfect  Birth 
Produce  before  to  grace  the  Earth, 

Which  waxed  Old,  e’er  it  could  fee 
Her  that  amaz’d  thy  Art  andThee. 

But  now  ’tis  dene,  O  let  me  know 
Where  thofe  immortal  Colours  grow. 

That  could  this  deathlefs  Piece  compofe 
In  Lillies,  or  the  fading  Rofe? 

No,  for  this  Theft  thou  haft  climb’d  high’r 
Than  did  Prometheus  for  his  Fire. 


Of  the  Lady  who  can  Sleep  when jhe  pleafes. 

NO  wonder  Sleep  from  careful  Lovers  flies. 

To  bathe  himfelf  in  SacbnriJJa's  Eyes; 

As  fair  ^Aftrea  once  from  Earth  to  Heav’n 
By  Strife  and  loud  Impiety  was  driv’u  : 

So  with  our  Plaints  offended  and  our  Tears, 

Wife  Somnus  to  that  Paradife  repairs. 

Waits  on  her  will,  and  Wretches  does  forfake 
To  court  rheNymph,  for  whom  thofe  Wretches  wake. 
More  proud  than  Phabus  of  his  Throne  ot  Gold 
Is  the  feft  God,  thofe  fofter  Limbs  to  hold; 

Nor  wou'd  exchange  with  Jove ,  to  hide  the  Sides 
Indarkning  Clouds,  the  pow’r  to  clofe  her  Eyes: 
Eyes  which  fo  far  all  other  Lights  controul. 

They  warm  our  Mortal  Parts,  but  thefe  our  Soul. 

Let 
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Let  hei  free  Spirit,  whofe  unconquei’d  Breaft 
Holds  fuch  deep  Quiet,  and  untroubled  Reft, 
Know,  that  tho’  Venus  and  her  Son  ihou’d  fpare 
Her  Rebel  Heart,  and  never  teach  her  Care, 

Yet  Hymen  may  per-force  her  Vigils  keep, 

And,  for  another’s  Joy,  fufpend  her  Sleep. 


Of  the  Mif- report  of  her  being  Painted. 

A  S  when  a  fort  of  Wolves  infeft  the  Night 
Wtih  their  wild  howlings  at  fair  Cynthia' slight. 
The  noife  may  chafe  fweet  Slumber  from  our  Eyes, 
But  never  teach  the  Miftrefs  of  the  Skies: 

So  with  the  News  of  Sacharijfa’ s  Wrongs, 

Her  vexed  Servants  blame  thofe  envious  Tongues; 
Call  Love  to  witnefs  that  no  painted  Fire 
Can  fcorch  Men  fo,  or  kindle  fuch  Defire; 

While,  unconcerned,  She  feems  mov’d  no  more 
With  this  new  Malice,  than  our  Loves  before; 

But  from  the  height  of  her  great  Mind  looks  down 
On  both  our  Paftions,  without  Smile  or  Frown: 

So  little  care  of  what  is  done  below 
Hath  the  bright  Dame,  whom  Heav’n  affecleth  fo. 
Paints  her,  ’tis  true,  with  the  fame  Hand  which 
Spreads 

Like  glorious  Colours  thro’  the  flow’ry  Meads 


When 
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When  laviih  Natuic  with  her  beft  Attire 
Cloaths  the  gay  Spring,  the  Seafen  of  Defire; 
Paints  her,  ’tis  true,  and  does  her  Cheek  adorn 
With  the  fame  Art  wherewith  Ihe  Paints  the  Morn. 
With  the  fame  Art,  wherewith  lhe  gildeth  fo 
Thofe  painted  Clouds  which  form  ThuumanticC  show. 


Of  her  pajfwg  through  a  Crowd  of  People, 

AS  in  old  Chaos  Heav’n  with  Earth  confus'd. 

And  Stars  with  Rocks,  together  cuilh’d  and 
The  Sun  his  light  no  fur.  her  cou’dextend  iJ'ruisd. 
Than  the  next  Hill,  which  on  his  S  houiders iean’d: 
So  in  this  Throng  bright  Sacharijfa  far’d, 

Opprefs'd  by  thofe  who  ftrove  ro  be  her  Guard: 

As  Ships  tho'  never  fo  obfeejuious,  fall 
Foul  in  a  Temp  ft  on  their  Admiral. 

A  greater  Favour  this  Diforder  brought 
Unto  her  Servants,  than  then-  awful  thought 
Durft  entertain,  when  hut  compel :’d  they  preft 
The  yielding  Marble  or  nei  Snowy  Breaft. 

While  Love  infults,  difguifed  in  the  Cloud, 

And  welcome  lorce  oi  thai  unruly  Croud. 

So  th’  am’rous  Tree,  while  yet  the  Air  is  calnr, 

Juft  drftance  keeps  tiom  his  ddired  Palm 


But 
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But  when  the  Wind  her  ravilh’d  Branches  throws 
Into  his  Arms,  and  mingles  all  their  Boughs; 

Tho’  loath  he  Teems  her  tender  Leaves  to  piefs. 
More  loath  he  is  that  Friendly  Storm  ihould  ceaTe, 
From  whole  rude  Bounty,  he  the  double  uifc 
At  once  receives,  of  Fleafure  and  Excufe. 


'The  Story  of  Phoebus  and  Daphne  applied. 

Hifis,  a  Youth  of  the  infpired  Train, 


JL  Fair  Stcharijfa  lov'd,  but  lov’d  in  vain: 

Like Pkcebus  Tung  the  no  lefs  am’rous  Boy; 

Like  Daphne  Ihe  as  Lovely  and  as  Coy  : 

With  Numbers  he  the  flying  Nymph  purities, 

With  Numbers  fuch  as  Phcsbtt s  felf  might  ufe. 

Such  is  the  Chafe,  when  Love  and  Fancy  leads, 
O’er  craggy  Mountains,  and  thro’  flow’ry  Meads » 
Invok’d  to  teftifie  the  Lover’s  care. 

Or  form  Tome  Image  of  his  Cruel  Fair  : 

Urg’d  with  his  Fury  like  a  wounded  Deer, 

O’er  thefe  he  fled,  and  now  approaching  near. 

Had  reach’d  theNymph  with  his  Harmonious  Lay, 
Whom  all  his  Charms  con’d  not  incline  to  flay; 
Yet  what  he  Sung  in  his  immortal  Strain, 

Though  unfuccefsful,  was  not  Sung  in  Vain: 

All  but  the  Nymph,  that  fiiould  redrefs  hisWtongj 
Attend  his  Faflion,  and  approve  his  Song. 


C 
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Like  Phcebits  thus,  acquiring  unfought  Praife, 

Ke  catcht  at  Love,  and  fill’d  his  Arms  with  Bays. 

Fabula  Phoebi  &  Daphnes. 

%cadia  javcnis  Thirfis,  Pbvbicjue  Sacerdos, 


JTht.  Ingenti  fruftra  S acbar iJTx  ar debat  amore  : 
Baud  Dens  ipfe  olim  Dapbni  majora.  canebat. 


Bee  fair  after ior  Daphne .  ntc  pnlcbrior  ilia  : 
■Carmimbns  Pbabo  dignis  premit  ille  fugacem 
Fer  rapes ,  per  fdxa,  volans  per  forida  vases 
Fafcua  i  Jormofam  nnne  his  eomponerc  Njmpham, 
Banc  illis  crudelem  infand  mense  folcbat : 
jiadllt  ilia  proctel  miferam,  citheramque  fonantem , 
xAtSiilt,  at  nv.llis  reft  ex  it  mot  a  querelis ; 

Ne  tamen  omnins  caneret ,  defect  ns,  ad  aha 
Sidera  perculfi,  referant  noza  carmi/.a  monies. 

Sic  non  ejaafitis  cumulatas  lan dibits  olim 
Z  lap  fa  reperit  Dapbni  fan  lanrca  Phxbas. 


Gf  Mrs.  Arden. 


Breaks  in  lweet  Sounds  tne  willing  Air, 


And  with  her  own  Breath  fans  the  Fire 
Which  hei  bright  Eyes  do  fiift  infpirc. 


What 
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What  Reafon  can  that  Love  controul, 

Which  more  than  one  way  courts  the  Soul? 

So  when  a  fialh  of  Lightning  falls 
On  our  Abodes,  the  Danger  calls 
For  human  Aid,  which  hopes  the  Flame 
To  Conquer,  tho’  from  Keav’n  it  came: 

But  if  the  Winds  with  chat  confpire ; 

Men  fttive  not,  but  deplore  the  Fire. 


To  A  M  O  R  E  T. 

FAIR,  that  you  may  truly  know 
What  you  unto  Thirfis  owe; 

I  will  tell  you  how  I  do 
Sacharijfa  love,  and  you. 

Joy  falutes  me,  when  I  fet 
My  bleft  Eyes  on  ^Amoret : 

But  with  Wonder  I  am  firook, 
While  I  on  the  other  look. 

If  fweet  lAmoret  complains, 

I  have  fenfe  of  all  her  Paitis; 

But  for  Sacharijfa  I 

Do  not  only  Grieve,  but  Die. 

All  that  of  my  felf  is  mine. 

Lovely  Amoret,  is  thine ; 

C  2 
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Sachariffa's  Captive  fain 
Would  untie  his  Iron  Chain  : 

And  thole  fcorching  lleams  to  fliun. 
To  thy  gentle  Shadow  run. 

If  the  Soul  had  free  Election 
To  difpofe  of  her  Affe&ion, 

I  wou’d  not  thus  long  have  born 
Haughty  Sacbarijfa's  Scorn : 

But  ’tis  fure  fome  Pow’r  above, 

Which  controuls  out  Wills  in  Love, 

If  not  Love,  a  ftrong  Defile 
To  create  and  fpread  that  Fire, 

In  my  Breaft,  follicites  me. 

Beauteous  Amoret,  for  thee, 

’Tis  Amazement  more  than  Love, 
Which  her  radiant  Eyes  do  move; 

If  lefs  Splendor  wait  on  thine. 

Yet  they  fo  benignly  ihine, 

I  would  turn  my  dazled  Sight 
To  behold  their  milder  Light, 

But  as  hard  ’tis  to  deftroy 
That  high  Flame  as  to  enjoy: 

Which,  how  eas’ly  I  may  do 
Heav’n  fas  eas’ly  fcaf’d)  does  know. 
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lAmoret’s  as  fweet  and  good 
As  the  molt  delicious  Food, 

Which  but  tailed,  does  impart 
Life  and  GJadnefs  to  the  Heatt: 

Sttchnriffas  Beauty’ s  Wine, 

Which  to  Madnefs  doth  incline; 

Such  a  Liquor  as  no  Biain 
That  is  Mortal,  can  luftain. 

Scarce  can  I  to  Heav’n  excufe 
The  Devotion  which  I  ufe 
Unto  that  adored  Dame  ; 

For  ’tis  not  unlike  the  fame. 

Which  1  thither  ought  to  fend.- 
So  that  if  it  could  take  end; 

’Twou’d  to  Heav’n  it  felf  be  due 
To  fucceed  her,  and  not  you. 

Who  already  have  of  me 
All  that’s  not  Idolatry ; 

Which,  though  not  fo  fierce  a  Flame, 

Is  longer  like  to  be  the  fame. 

Then  fmile  on  me,  and  I  will  prove, 

Wonder  islhorter  liv’d  than  Love. 


c  3  o* 
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^  0  we  fome  antique  Hero's  Strength 

*“*  Learn  by  his  Launce’s  weight  and  length ; 

As  thefe  vaft  Beams  exprefs  the  Beaft, 

Whofe  ihady  Brows  alive  they  drefl  : 

Such  Game,  while  yet  the  World  was  new. 
The  mighty  Nimiod  did  purfue. 

What  Huntfman  of  our  feeble  Race, 

Or  Dogs,  dare  fuch  aMonfter  chafe? 
Refembling  with  each  blow  he  ftrikes 
The  charge  of  a  whole  Troop  of  Pikes. 

O  fertile  Head,  which  ev’ryYear 
Cou'd  fuch  a  crop  of  wonder  bear ! 

The  teeming  Earth  did  never  bring 
So  foon,  fo  hard,  fo  huge  a  Thing  ; 

W  hich  might  it  never  have  been  call. 

Each  Year’s  growth  added  to  the  laft, 

Thefe  lofty  Branches  had  fupply’d 
The  Earth’s  bold  Sons  prodigious  Ptiae; 

Keav’n  with  thefe  Engines  had  been  fcal’d, 
When  Mountains  heap’d  on  Mountains  fail’d. 


To 
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To  a  Lady  in  the  Garden. 

EES  not  my  Love,  how  Time  lefumes 


o  The  Glory  which  he  lent  thefe  Flow’rs? 
Though  none  ihou’d  tafte  of  their  Perfumes, 
Yet  rauft  they  live  but  feme  few  Hours; 
Time,  what  we  forbear,  devours. 

Had  Hellen,  or  th 'Egyptian  Queen, 

Been  ne’er  fo  thrifty  of  their  Graces; 
Thofe  Beauties  mull  at  length  have  been 
The  lpoil  of  Age,  which  finds  our  Faces 
In  the  mod  retired  Places. 

Shos’d  fome  malignant  Planet  bring 
A  barren  Drought,  or  ceafelefs  Show’r 
Upon  the  Autumn,  or  the  Spring, 

And  fpare  us  neither  Fruit  nor  Flow’s; 
Winter  wou’d  not  flay  an  Hour. 

Con’d  the  refolve  of  Love’s  negleft 
Preferve  you  from  the  Violation 
Of  coming  Years,  then  more  refpeft 
Were  due  to  fo  divine  a  Fafhion ; 

Nor  would  I  indulge  my  Paffion. 


G  4. 
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The  MifePs  Speech  in  a  JlPafque. 

Alls  of  this  Metal  flack’d  Atlanta’s  Pace, 


J3  And  on  the  am’rous  Youth  bellow'd  the  Race  : 
Yemts,  the  Nymph’s  Mind  meafuringby  her  own, 
Whom  the  rich  Spoils  of  Cities  overthrown 
Had  proftrated  to  M.irs ,  cou’d  well  advife 
Th’Advent’rous  Lover  how  to  gain  the  Prize. 

Nor  lefs  may  Jupiter  to  Gold  aferibe ; 

Tor  when  he  turn’d  himfelf  into  a  Bribe 
"Who  can  blame  Danae,  or  the  braze/i  Tow’r, 
That  they  withftood  not  that  Almighty  Show’r? 
Never  till  then,  did  Love  make  Jove  put  on 
A  Form  more  Bright,  and  Nobler  than  his  own: 
Nor  were  it  juft,  would  he  refume  that  Shape, 
That  flack  Devotion  fliou’d  his  Thunder  ’fcape. 
’Twas  not  Revenge  for  griev’d  ^ipollo’s  Wrong, 
Thofe  Afle’s  Ears  on  Midas’  Temples  hung: 

But  fond  Repentance  of  his  happy  With, 

Becaufe  his  Meat  grew  Metal  like  his  Diih. 
Wou’d  Bacchus  blefs  me  fo,  I’d  conftant  hold 
Unto  my  Wiih,  and  die  creating  Gold- 


On 


Poems  upon  fever al  Occafions.  33 

On  the  Friendjhip  betwixt  two  Ladies. 

TELL  me.  Lovely  loving  Pair, 

Why  fo  kind,  and  fo  feveie  i 
Why  fo  carelefs  of  our  Care, 

Only  to  your  felves  fo  dear  3 

By  this  cunning  change  of  Hearts, 

You  the  pow’r  of  Love  controul ; 

While  the  Boy’s  deluded  Darts 
Can  arrive  at  neither  Soul. 

For  in  vain  to  either  Breaft 
Still  beguiled  Love  does  come  ; 

Where  he  finds  a  Foreign  Gueft, 

Neither  of  your  Hearts  at  home. 

Debtors  thus  with  like  defign. 

When  they  never  mean  to  pay; 

That  they  may  the  Law  decline. 

To  fome  Friend  make  all  away. 

Not  the  filver  Doves  that  fly, 

Yoak’d  in  Citbarea's  Or; 

Not  the  Wings  that  lift  fo  high, 

And  convey  her  Son  fo  fax, 

C  5  Are 
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Are  fo  Lovely,  Sweet  and  Fair, 

Or  do  more  ennoble  Love  ; 

Are  fo  choicely  matcht  a  Pair, 

Or  with  more  Confent  do  move. 


Of  Her  Chamber. 

'  |  ’Hey  tafte  of  Death  that  do  at  Heav’n  arrive^ 
But  we  this  Paradife  approach  alive. 

Inftead  of  Death,  the  Dart  of  Love  does  ftrike. 
And  renders  aj.1  within  thefe  Walls  alike: 

The  high  in  Titles,  and  the  Shepherd  here, 
Forgets  his  Greatnefs,  and  forgets  his  Fear: 

All  ftand  amaz’d,  and  gazing  on  the  Fair, 

Lofe  thought  of  what  themfelves,  or  others  are; 
Ambition  lofe,  and  have  no  other  fcope, 

Save  Carlijle's  Favour  to  imploy  their  Hope. 

The  Thracian  could  (tho’all  thole  Tales  were  true 
The  bold  Greeks  tell)  no  greater  Wonders  do  ; 
Before  his  Feet,  fo  Sheep  and  Lions  lay 
Feailefs  and  wrathlefs,  while  they  heard  him  play. 
The  Gay,  the  Wile,  the  Gallant,  and  the  Grave, 
Subdu’d  alike,  all  but  one  Pafiion  have: 

Mo  worthy  Mind,  but  finds  in  her’s  there  is 
Something  proportion’d  to  the  Rule  of  his. 

While  lhe  with  chearful,  but  impartial  Grace, 

(Born  for  no  one,  but  to  delight  the  Race 


Of 
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Of  Men)  like  Phoebus,  fo  divides  her  Light, 

And  warms  us,  that  lhe  {loops  not  from  her  height- 


Of  Loving  at  Firji  Sight. 

NOT  caring  to  obferve  the  Wind, 

Or  the  new  Sea  explore. 

Snatch’d  from  my  felf,  how  far  behind 
Already  I  behold  the  Shore! 


May  not  a  thoufand  Dangers  deep 
In  the  fmooth  Bofom  of  this  Deep? 

No:  ’Tis  fo  Kocklefs  and  fo  Clear, 

That  the  rich  Bottom  does  appear 
Pav’d  all  with  precious  things,  not  tom 
From  feipwrack’d  Veffels,  but  there  Born. 


Sweetnefs,  Truth,  and  ev’ry  Grace, 
Which  Time  and  life  are  wont  to  teach, 
The  Eye  may  in  a  Moment  reach. 

And  read  diflin&ly  in  her  Face. 


Some  other  Nymphs,  with  Colours  faint. 
And  Pencil  flow,  may  Cupid,  paint, 

And  a  weak  Heart  in  time  deftroy; 

She  has  a  Stamp  and  Prints  the  Boy, 

Can  with  a  tingle  Look  inflame 
The  coldeft  Breaft.  the  rudeft  Tame. 


The 
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Tfhe  Self  Bamjlo'd. 

JT  is  not  that  I  love  you  lefs 

Than  when  before  your  Feet  I  lay  : 

But  to  prevent  the  fad  encjceafe 

Of  hopelefs  Love,  I  keep  away. 

In  vain  (alas!)  for  every  thing 
Which  I  have  known  belong  to  you, 

Tour  Form  does  to  my  Fancy  bring, 

And  makes  my  old  Wounds  bleed  anew. 

Who  in  the  Spring,  from  the  New  Sun, 
Already  has  a  Fever  got, 

Too  late  begins  thofe  Shafts  to  Ihun, 

Which  Phatxs  thro’  his  Veins  has  Shot; 

Too  late  he  wou’d  the  Pain  affwagc, 

And  to  thick  Shadows  does  retire; 

About  with  him  he  bears  the  Rage, 

And  in  his  tainted  Blood  the  Fire. 

But  vow’d  I  have,  and  never  muft 
Your  banilh’d  Servant  trouble  you  : 
pot  if  I  break,  you  may  miftruft 
The  vow  I  made  to  Love  yoij  too. 


S  O  AT  C. 


I 
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SONG. 


O  lovely  Rofe, 

Tell  her  that  waftes  her  time  and  me. 


That  now  lhe  knows, 

When  I  referable  her  to  thee, 

How  fweef  and  fair  (he  feems  to  be. 

Tell  her  that’s  Young, 

And  fliuns  to  have  her  Graces  fpy’d, 
That  had  ft  thou  fprung 
In  Defarts,  where  no  Men  abide, 

Thou  mult  have  uncommended  dy’d. 

Small  is  the  Worth 
Of  Beauty  from  the  Light  retir’d; 

Bid  her  come  forth, 

Suffer  her  felf  to  be  defir’d, 

And  not  bluih  fo  to  be  admir’d. 

Then  Die,  that  fhe 
The  common  Fate  of  all  things  rare 
May  read  in  thee  : 

How  fmall  a  part  of  time  they  (hare, 
That  are  fo  wondrous  Sweet  and  Fair. 


THIR  SIS, 
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THIRSIS ,  GALATEA. 


Thir.  S  lately  I  on  Silver  Thames  did  ride, 


Sad  Galatea  on  the  Bank  1  fpy’d  : 


Such  was  her  Look  as  Sorrow  taught  to  fliine, 

And  thus  ihe  grac’d  me  with  a  Voice  Divine. 

Gat.  You  that  can  tune  your  founding  Strings  fo  well 
Of  Ladies  Beauties,  and  of  Love  to  tell; 

Once  change  your  N.te,  and  let  your  Lute  report 
The  jufteft  Grief  that  ever  touch’d  the  Court. 

Thir.  F air  Nymph,  I  have  in  your  Delights  no  ihare, 
Nor  ought  to  be  concerned  in  your  Care: 

Yet  would  I  fing,  if  I  your  Sorrows  knew. 

And  to  my  Aid  invoke  no  Mufe  but  you. 

Gal.  Hear  then,  and  let  your  Song  augment  out 
Which  is  fo  great,  as  not  to  wiih  Relief  :  EGriet> 
She  that  had  all  which  Nature  gives  or  Chance, 
Whom  Fortune  join’d  with  Virtue  to  advance, 

To  all  the  Joys  this  lfland  cou’d  afford, 

The  greareft  Miftrefs,  and  the  kindeft  Lord : 

Who  with  the  Royal  mixt  he:  noble  Blood, 

And  in  high  Grace  with  Gloriana  hood; 

Her  Bounty,  Sweetnefs,  Beauty,  Goodnefs,  fuch, 
That  none  e'er  thought  her  Happinefs  too  much  : 
So  well  inclin’d  h:r  Favours  to  confer, 

And  kind  to  all,  as  Heav’n  had  been  to  her. 

The  Virgin’s  part,  the  Mother,  and  the  Wife, 

So  well  fhe  a  filed  in  this  Span  of  Life, 
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That  tho’  few  Years  (too  few  alas!)  fhe  told. 

She  feem’d  in  all  things,  but  in  Beauty,  Old. 

As  unripe  Fruit,  whofc  verdant  Stalks  do  cleave 
Clofe  to  the  Tree,  which  grieves  no  lefs  to  leave 
The  lmiliug  Pendant  which  adorns  her  fo. 

And  until  Autumn,  on  the  Bough  lhou’d  grow: 

So  feem’d  her  youthful  Soul  not  eas’ly  forc’d. 

Or  from  fo  fair,  fo  fweet  a  Seat  divorc’d. 

Her  Fate  at  once  did  hafty  feem  and  flow, 

At  once  too  cruel,  and  unwilling  too. 

Tbir.  Under  how  hard  a  Law  are  Mortals  Born! 
Whom  now  we  envy,  we  anon  muft  mourn : 

What  Heav’n  fets  higheft,  and  feems  moft  to  prize 
Is  foon  removed  from  our  wond’ring  Eyes. 

But  fince  the  Sifters  did  fo  foon  untwine 
So  fair  a  Thread,  I’ll  ftrive  to  piece  the  Line. 
Vouchfafe  fad  Nymph  to  let  me  know  the  Dame, 
And  to  the  Mufes  I’ll  commend  her  Name,- 
Make  the  wide  Country  eccho  to  your  Moan, 

The  lift’ning  Trees  and  favage  Mountains  groan; 
What  Rock’s  not  moved  when  the  Death  is  fang 
Of  one  fo  Good,  fo  Lovely,  and  fo  Young? 

Gal.  ’Twas  Hamilton,  whom  1  had  nam’d  before, 
But  naming  her,  Grief  lets  me  fay  no  more. 
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The  Battel  of  the  Summer-Iflands. 


CANTO  I 


What  Fruits  they  h.-.ve,  and  how  Heav'n  fmiles 
'Upon  thofe  late  difcoverd  IJles. 

ID  me  Bellma,  while  the  dreadful  Fight 


■A  ■*-  Betwixt  a  Nation  and  two  Whales  I  write: 
Seas  Gain’d  with  Gore  I  Sing,  advent’rous  Toil, 
And  how  thefe  Monfters  did  difarm  an  lfie. 
Bermudas  wall’d  with  Rocks,  who  does  not  know, 
That  happy  lfland,  where  huge  Lemons  grow, 
And  Orange  Trees  which  Golden  Fruit  do  bear, 
Th’  Hefperian  Garden  boafts  of  none  fo  fair? 
Where  Alining  Pearl,  Coral,  and  many  a  Pound, 
On  the  rich  Shore,  of  Amber-Greece  is  found : 
The  lofty  Cedar,  which  to  Heav’n  afpires, 

The  Prince  of  Trees,  is  Fewel  for  their  Fires: 
The  fmoak  by  which  their  loaded  Spits  do  turn, 
For  Incenfe  might  on  Sacred  Altars  burn: 

Their  private  Roofs  on  od’rous  Timber  born, 

Such  as  might  Palaces  for  Kings  adorn, 

The  fweet  Palmettas  a  new  Bacchus  yield, 

With  Leaves  as  ample  as  the  broadett  Shield: 
Under  the  Shadow  of  whofe  Friendly  Boughs 
They  fit  Carowfmg,  where  their  Liquor  grows. 


Figs 
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Ti#  there  unplanted  thro’  the  Fields  do  grow, 

Such  as  fierce  Can  did  the  Tomans  Ihow, 

With  the  rare  Fruit  inviting  .them  to  fpoil 
Carthage,  the  Miftrefs  of  fo  Rich  a  Soil. 

The  naked  Rocks  are  not  unfruitful  there, 

But  at  fome  conftant  Seafons  ev’ry  Year 
Their  barren  Tops  with  lufeious  Food  abound, 

And  with  the  Eggs  of  various  Fowls  are  crown’d; 
Tobacco  is  the  word  of  things,  which  they 
To  Engli/h  Landlords  as  their  Tribute  pay: 

Such  is  the  Mould,  that  the  bleft  Tenant  feeds 
On  precious  Fruits,  and  pays  his  Rent  in  Weeds: 
Wirhcandy'd  Plantanes,  and  the  juicy  Pine,  ^ 
On  choiceft  Melons  and  fweet  Grapes  they  dine,  y. 
And  with  Potatoes  fat  their  wanton  Swine.  \ 
Nature  thefe  Cates  with  fuch  a  lavifit  Hand 
Fours  out  among  them,  that  our  courfer  Land 
Taftes  of  that  Bounty,  and  does  Cloth  return, 
Which  not  for  Warmth,  but  Ornament  is  worn: 
For  the  kind  Spring,  which  but  falutes  us  here, 
Inhabits  there,  and  courts  them  all  the  Year: 

Ripe  Fruits  and  BlofToms  on  the  fame  Trees  live; 
At  once  they  ptomife,  what  at  once  they  give: 

So  fweet  the  Air,  fo  moderate  the  Clime; 

None  fickly  Lives,  or  Dies  before  his  time. 

Heav’n  fure  lias  kept  this  fpot  of  Earth  uncurft, 
To  fhew  how  all  things  were  created  firft. 


The 
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The  tardy  Plants  in  our  cold  Orchards  plac’d, 
Relerve  their  Fruit  for  ti  e  next  Age’s  Tafte : 
There  a  fmall  Grain  in  form:  few  Months  will  be 
A  firm,  a  lof:y,  and  a  fpacious  Tree: 

The  Palma  Cbrifti,  and  rhe  fair  Pupah, 

New  but  a  Seed  (preventing  Nature’s  Law) 

In  half  the  Circle  of  the  hafty  Year 
Projeft  a  Shade,  and  lovely  Fruits  do  wear: 

And  as  their  Trees  in  our  dull  B.egion  fee 
But  faintly  grow,  and  no  Perfe&ion  get ; 

So  in  this  Northern  Traft  our  hoarfer  Throats 
Utter  unripe  and  ill  conftrained  Nores: 

While  the  Supporter  of  the  Poets  Style, 

Phoebqs,  on  them  Eternally  does  fmile. 

O,  how  I  long  my  carelefs  Limbs  to  lay 
Under  the  Plantane’s  Shade,  and  all  the  Day 
With  am’rous  Airs  my  Fancy  entertain, 

Invoke  the  Mufes,  and  improve  my  Vein! 

No  Paflion  there  in  my  free  Breafl  ihould  move. 
None  but  the  Aveet  and  beft  of  Paffions,  Love: 
There  while  I  Sing,  if  gentle  Love  be  by 
That  tunes  my  Lute,  and  winds  the  Strings  fo  high 
With  the  fweet  found  of  Sacharijfa's  Name, 

I’ll  make  the  lift’ning  Savages  grow  Tame. 

But  while  I  do  thefe  plealing  Dreams  indite, 

I  am  diverted  from  the  promis’d  Fight. 


CANT3 
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H  O’  Rocks  fo  high  about  this  Ifiand  rife, 


A  That  well  they  may  thenum’rous  r«r^defpife ; 
Yet  is  no  human  Fate  exempt  from  fear,  £hear 
Which  fhakes  their  Hearts,  while  thro’  the  Ifle  they 
A  lading  Noife,  as  horrid  and  as  loud 
As  Thunder  makes,  before  it  breaks  the  Cloud. 
Three  days  they  dread  this  murmur,  e’er  they  know 
fVomwhat  blind  caufe  th’  unwonted  found  may  grow : 
At  length  two  Monfters  of  unequal  fire. 

Hard  by  the  Shoar,  a  Fifher-man  efpies; 

Two  mighty  Whales,  which  fwelling  Seas  had  toft. 
And  left  ’em  Pris’ners  on  the  Rocky  Coaft; 

One  as  a  Mountain  vaft,  and  with  her  came 
A  Cub  not  much  inferior  to  his  Damme: 

Here  in  a  Fool  among  the  Rocks  engag’d. 

They  roar’d  like  Lions  caught  in  Toils,  and  rag’d. 
The  Man  knew  what  they  were,  who  heretofore 
Had  feen  the  like  lye  murther’d  on  the  Shore, 

By  the  wild  Fury  of  fome  Tempeft  caft 
The  fate  of  Ships  and  fhipwrackt  Men  to  tafte. 

As  carelefs  Dames,  whom  Wine  and  Sleep  betray 
To  fiantick  Dreams,  their  Infants  overlay: 
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So  there  fosr.ecimes  the  raging  Ocean  fails, 

And  her  own  Brood  expofes;  when  the  Whales 
Againft  /harp  Rocks  like  reeling  Veilels  qualh’d, 
Tho’  huge  as  Mountains,  are  in  Pieces  da/h’d; 
Along  the  Shoar  their  dreadful  Limbs  lie  fcatter'd. 
Like  Hills  with  Earthquakes  /haken,torn  and  lhattei’d. 
Hearts  fure  of  Brafs  they  had,  who  tempted  firft. 
Rude  Seas  t  hat  fpare  not  what  themfelves  have  nurft. 
The  welcome  News  thro’  all  the  Nation  fpread, 

To  fudden  joy  and  hope  converts  their  dread  : 
What  lately  was  their  publick  Terror,  they 
Behold  with  glad  Eyes  as  a  certain  Prey; 

Difpofe  already  of  th’  untaken  Spoil,  -y 

And  as  the  purchafe  of  their  future  Toil,  C 

Thefe  ihare  the  Bones,  and  thofe  divide  the  Oil;  \ 
So  was  the  Huntfman  by  the  Bear  oppreft, 

Whofe  Hide  he  fold  before  he  caught  the  Bead. 

They  Man  their  Boats,  and  all  t  heir  young  Men  arm 
With  whatfoever  may  the  Monfters  harm; 

Pikes,  Halberts,  Spits,  and  Darts  that  wound  fo  far, 
The  Tools  of  Peace,  a"A  Inftruments  of  War. 

Now  was  the  time  for  vigTous  Lads  to  /how 
What  Love  or  Honour  cou’d  invite  them  too ; 

A  goodly  Theatre,  where  Rocks  are  round 
With  reverend  Age,  and  lovely  Laffes  crown’d : 
Such  was  the  Lake  which  field  this  dreadful  Pair 
Within  the  bounds  of  noble  Warwick^)  Share: 


Warwick* 
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Warwick?!  bold  Earl,  than  which  no  Title  bears 
A  greater  Sound  among  our  Briti/b  Peers; 

And  worthy  He  the  Mem’ry  to  renew, 

The  Fate  and  Honour  to  that  Title  due; 

Whofe  brave  Adventures  have  transferr'd  his  Name, 
And  thro’  the  new  World  fpread  his  growing  Fame. 
But  how  they  fought,  and  what  their  Valour  gain’d, 
Shall  in  another  Canto  be  contain’d. 


CANTO  III. 

The  bloody  Fight ,  fuccefslefs  Toil , 

And  how  the  pipes  fack'd  the  Ifle. 

THE  Boat  which  on  the  firft  Affault  did  go. 
Struck  with  a  harping  Ir’n  the  younger  Foe; 
Who  when  he  felt  his  Side  to  rudely  gor’d, 

Loud  as  the  Sea  that  nourifh’d  him  he  roar’d. 

As  a  broad  Bream  to  pleafe  fome  curious  Tafte, 
While  yet  alive  in  boyling  Water  calf, 

Vex’d  with  unwonted  Heat,  boyls,  flings  about 
The  fcorching  Brafs,  and  hurls  the  Liquor  out  .- 
So  with  the  barbed  Javelin  ftung,  he  raves, 

And  fcourges  with  his  Tail  the  fuff’iing  Waves: 
Like  Sfenctr' s  Talus  witli  his  Iron  Flail ; 

He  threatens  Ruin  with  his  pond’rous  Tail; 
Diflolving  at  one  ftroke  the  batter’d  Boat, 

And  down  the  Men  fall  drenched  in  the  Moat: 

with 
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With  ev’ry  fierce  Encounter  they  are  forc’t 
To  quit  their  Boars,  and  fare  like  Men  unhorfb. 
The  bigger  Whale  like  fome  huge  Carrack  lay, 
Which  wanteth  Sea-room  with  her  Foes  to  play, 
Slowly  Ike  fwims,  and  when  provok’d  lfce  wou’d 
Advance  her  Tail,  her  Head  falutes  the  Mud  ; 

The  lhallow  Water  doth  her  Force  infringe. 

And  renders  vain  her  Tail’s  impetuous  fv/inge  : 

The  Brining  Steel  her  tender  Sides  receive, 

And  there  like  Bees  they  all  their  Weapons  leave. 
This  fees  the  Cub,  and  does  himfelf  oppofe 
Betwixt  bis  ’cumbred  Mother  and  her  Foes: 

With  defp’rate  Courage  he  receives  her  Wounds, 
And  Men  and  Boats  his  aftive  Tail  confounds. 
Their  Forces  join’d,  the  Seas  with  Billows  fill. 

And  make  a  Tempeft,  tho’  the  Winds  be  ftill. 

Now  wou’d  the  Men  with  half  their  hoped  Prey 
Be  well  content ;  and  with  this  Cub  away  : 

Their  Wilh  they  have;  he  to  direft  his  Dam 
Unto  the  Gap  thro’  which  they  hither  came. 
Before  her  fwims,  and  quits  the  hoftile  Lake, 

A  Pris’ner  there,  but  for  his  Mother’s  fake. 

She  by  the  Rocks  compell’d  to  ftay  behind. 

Is  by  the  vaftnefs  of  her  Bulk  confin’d. 

They  lhour  for  Joy,  and  now  on  her  alone 
Their  Fury  falls,  and  all  their  Darts  are  thr»wn. 
Their  Lances  fpent;  one  bolder  than  the  reft 
With  his  broad  Sword  provok’d  the  lluggifli  Beaft  t 

Her 
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Her  Oily  Side  devours  both  Blade  and  Heft, 

And  there  his  Steel  the  bold  Bermudian  left. 
Courage  the  reft  from  his  Example  take, 

And  now  they  change  the  Colour  of  the  Lake: 
Blood  flows  in  Rivers  from  her  wounded  Side, 

As  if  they  wou’d  prevent  the  tardy  Tide, 

And  raife  the  Flood  to  that  propitious  height, 

As  might  convey  her  from  this  fatal  Streighr. 

She  fwims  in  Blood,  and  Blood  does  fpcuting  throw 
To  Heav’n,  that  Heav’n  Men’s  Cruelties  might  know ; 
Their  fixed  Javelins  in  her  fide  Ihe  wears. 

And  on  her  Back  a  Grove  of  Pikes  appears: 

You  wou’d  have  thought,  had  you  theMonfter  feea 
Thus  dreft,  ihe  had  another  Ifland  been. 

Roaring  ihe  tears  rite  Air  with  fuch  a  Noife, 

(As  well  refembled  the  confpiring  Voice 
Of  routed  Armies,  when  the  Field  is  won) 

To  reach  the  Ears  of  her  efcaped  Son. 

He  (tho’  a  League  removed  from  the  Foe) 

Haftes  to  her  Aid;  the  Pious  Trojan  fo 
Neglefting  for  Crerfli  s  Life  his  own. 

Repeats  the  Danger  of  the  burning  Town. 

The  Men  amazed  blufh  to  fee  the  Seed 
Of  Monfters,  human  Piety  exceed  .• 

Well  proves  this  Kindnefs  what  the  Grecians  fung. 
That  Love’s  bright  Mother  from  the  Ocean  fprung. 
Their  Courage  droops,  and  hopelefs  now  they  wiflr 
For  compofition  with  th’  unconquer’d  Fiih: 


So 
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So  Ihe  their  Weapons  wou’d  reftore  again, 

Thro’  Blocks  they’d  hew  her  Pafifage  to  the  Main. 
But  how  inftrutted  in  each  other’s  Mind, 

Ot  what  Commerce  can  Men  with  Monfters  find? 
Not  daring  to  approach  their  wounded  Foe, 

\V  horn  her  Couragious  Son  protected  fo ; 

They  charge  their  Mufquets,  and  with  hot  defire 
Of  full  Revenge,  renew  the  Fight  with  Fire: 
Standing  aloof,  with  Lead  they  bruife  the  Scales, 
And  tear  the  Fleih  of  the  incenfed  Whales. 

But  no  Succefs  their  fierce  endeavours  found, 

Nor  this  way  cou’d  they  give  one  fatal  Wound. 
Now  to  their  Fort  they  are  about  to  fend 
For  the  loud  Engines  which  their  Me  defend. 

But  what  thofe  Pieces  fram’d  to  batter  Walls 
Wou’d  have  effe&ed  on  thofe  mighty  Whales, 
Great  Neptune  will  not  have  us  know,  who  fends 
A  Tyde  fo  high,  that  it  relieves  his  Friends. 

And  -thus  they  parted  with  exchange  of  harms  j 
Much  Blood  the Monfter  loft,  and  they  their  Arms. 


SONG. 


Her  Eyes  refufe 


To  read  the  Paftion  which  they  write. 


She 
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She  (hikes  my  Lute, -but  if  it  found. 

Threatens  to  hurl  it  on  the  Ground; 

And  I  no  lefs  her  Anger  dread. 

Than  the  poor  Wretch  that  feigns  him  Dead, 
While  feme  fierce  Lion  does  embrace 
His  breathlefs  Corps,  and  licks  his  Face; 
Wrapt  up  in  filent  Fear  he  lies. 

Torn  all  in  Pieces  if  he  Cries. 


Of  LOVE. 


Nger  in  hsfty  Words  or  Blows, 


-L  It  felf  difeharges  on  our  Foes, 

And  Sorrow  too  finds  fome  Relief 
In  Tears,  which  wait  upon  our  Grief : 

So  ev’ry  P  alii  on,  but  fond  Love, 

Unto  its  own  Kedrefs  does  move; 

But  that  alone  the  Wretch  inclines 
To  what  prevents  his  own  Defigns; 

Makes  him  Lament,  and  Sigh,  and  Weep, 
Diforder’d,  Tremble,  Fawn  and  Creep  ; 
Pollutes  which  render  him  defpis’d, 

Where  he  endeavours  to  be  priz’d. 

For  Women,  born  to  be  control’d. 

Stoop  to  the  Forward  and  the  Bold, 

Affett  the  Haughty  and  the  Proud, 

The  Gay,  the  Fxolick,  and  the  Loud, 

D 


Who 
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Who  fuft  the  gen’ious  Steed  •ppreft. 

Not  kneeling  did  falute  the  Beaft; 

But  with  high  Courage,  Life  and  Force 
Approaching,  tam’d  th’  unruly  Horfe. 
Unwifely  we  the  wifer  Eaft 
Pity,  fuppofing  them  oppreft 
With  Tyrants  Force,  whofe  Law  is  Will, 

By  which  they  Govern,  Spoil  and  Kill: 

Each  Nymph  but  moderately  Fair, 

Commands  with  no  lefs  Kigor  here. 

Shou’d  feme  brave  Turk,  that  walks  among 
His  twenty  Lafics  Bright  and  Young, 

And  beckons  to  the  willing  Dame 
Trefer’d  to  quench  his  prefent  Flame, 

Behold  as  many  Gallants  here, 

With  modeft  Guife,  and  filent  Fear, 

All  to  one  Female  Idol  bend. 

While  her  high  Pride  does  fcarce  defeend 
To  mark  their  Follies,  he  wou’d  fwear 
That  thefe  her  Guard  of  Eunuchs  were : 

And  that  a  more  Majeftick  Queen, 

Or  humbler  Slaves,  he  had  nor.  feen. 

All  this  with  Indignation  fpoke. 

In  vain  I  ftruggled  with  the  Yoke 
Of  mighty  Love*  that  conqu’ring  Look, 
When  next  beheld,  like  Lightning  ftrook 
My  blafted  Soul,  and  made  me  bow 
Lower  than  thofe  I  pity’d  now. 
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So  the  tall  Stag  upon  the  brink 
Of  fome  fmooth  Stream  about  to  drink) 
Surveying  there  his  armed  Head, 

With  ftvame  remembers  that  he  fled 
The  fcorned  Dogs,  refolves  to  try 
The  Combat  next ;  but  if  their  Cry 
Invades  again  his  trembling  Ear, 

He  ftrait  refumes  his  wonted  Care  j 
Leaves  the  untafted  Spring  behind. 

And,  wing’d  with  Fear,  out-flies  the  Wind. 


To  PHILLIS, 


P UUUs,  why  ihou’d  we  delay 

Pleafures  lhorter  than  the  Day* 
Cou’d  we  (which  we  never  can) 

Stretch  our  Lives  beyond  their  Spaa; 
Beauty  like  a  Shadow  flies, 

And  our  Youth  before  us  dies. 

Or  wou’d  Youth  and  Beauty  flay. 

Love  hath  Wings,  and  will  away. 

Lore  hath  fwifter  Wings  than  Time; 
Change  in  Love  to  Heav’n  does  climb; 
Gods  that  never  change  their  Mate, 
Vary  oft  their  Love  and  Hate. 

Phillis,  to  this  Tru'ti  we  owe 
All  the  Love  betwixt  us  two; 

D  a 


Let 
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Let  not  you  and  I  inquire, 

What  has  been  our  paft  Defire ; 

On  what  Shepherds  you  have  fmil’d, 

Or  what  Nymphs  I  have  beguil’d 
Leave  it  to  the  Planets  too, 

What  we  lhall  hereafter  do ; 

For  the  Joys  we  now  may  prove, 

Take  advice  of  prefent  Love. 


To  PHILLIS. 


Pmilis,  ’twas  Love  that  injur’d  you, 
And  on  that  Rock  your  Thirfis  threw. 
Who  for  Proud  Ctlia  cou’d  have  dy’d. 
While  you  no  lefs  accus’d  his  Pride. 

Fond  Love  his  Darts  at  random  throws, 
And  nothing  fprings  from  what  he  fows: 
From  Foes  difcharg’d  as  often  meet 
The  Ihining  points  of  Arrows  fleet, 

In  the  wide  Air  creating  Fire, 

As  Souls  that  join  in  one  Defire. 

Love  made  the  lovely  Venus  burn 
In  vain,  and  for  the  Cold  Youth  mourn, 
Who  the  purfuit  of  churlilh  Beafts 
Prefer’ d  to  Sleeping  on  her  Breafts. 

Love  makes  fo  many  Hearts  the  Prize, 
Of  the  bright  Cdrltjlc's  conqu’ring  Eyes, 
Which  fhe  regards  no  more,  than  they 
The  Tears  of  lefler  Beauties  weigh: 


So 
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So  have  I  feen  the  loft  Clouds  pour 
Into  the  Sea  a  tifelefs  Show’r, 

And  the  vext  Sailors  cuife  the  Rain, 

For  which  poor  Shepherds  pray’d  in  vain. 
Then,  Phillis,  fince  our  Paffions  are 
Govern’d  by  Chance,  and  not  by  Care, 

But  fport  of  Heav’n,  which  takes  delight 
To  look  upon  this  Parthian  Fight 
Of  Love,  dill  flying,  or  in  Chafe, 

Never  encount’ring  Face  to  Face; 

No  more  to  Love  we’ll  facrince. 

But  to  the  beft  of  Deities : 

And  let  our  Hearts,  which  Love  disjoin’d. 

By  his  kind  Mother  be  combin’d. 


SONG. 

Hile  I  liften  to  thy  Voice, 


vv  Chloris,  I  feel  my  Life  decay. 
That  pow’rful  Noife 
Calls  my  fleeting  Soul  away. 

Oh fupprefs  that  Magick  Sound, 
Which  deftroys  without  a  Wound. 

Peace  Chloris,  Peace,  or  Singing  die  ; 
That  together  you  and  I 
To  Heav’n  may  go: 

For  all  we  know, 


D  1 


Of 
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Gf  what  the  Blefled  do  above, 

Is,  that  they  Sing,  and  that  they  Love. 


SONG. 


STAY  Phabus,  flay, 

The  World  to  which  you  fly  fo  faft, 
Conveying  Day 

From  us  to  them,  can  pay  your  Hafle 
With  no  fuch  Object,  and  falute  your  Rife 
With  no  fuch  Wonder,  as  de  Mornay's  Eyes. 


Well  does  this  prove 
The  Error  of  thofe  antique  Books, 

Which  made  you  move 
About  the  World;  her  charming  Looks 
Wou’d  fix  your  Beams,  and  make  it  ever  Day, 
Did  not  the  rowling  Earth  fnatch  her  away. 


To  AMO  RET. 


AMortt,  the  Milky  Way, 

Fram’d  of  many  namelefs  Stars, 
The  fmooth  Stream,  where  none  can  fay. 
He  this  Drop  to  that  prefers. 


Amorti, 
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Amoret,  my  lovely  Foe, 

Tell  me  where  thy  Strength  does  lye : 
Where  rhe  Fow’r  that  Charms  us  fo, 

In  thy  Soul,  or  in  thy  Eye 8 

Ey  that  fnowy  Neck  alone, 

Or  thy  grace  in  Motion  feen. 

No  fuch  Wonders  con’d  be  done: 

Yet  thy  Wafte  is  (height  and  clean. 

As  Cupid’s  Shaft,  or  Herme '  Rod, 

And  pow’rful  too,  as  either  God. 


To  My  Lord  of  FALKLAND. 

In  the  Tear  1638. 

BRave  Holland  leads,  and  with  him  Falkland  goes; 

Who  hears  this  told,  and  does  not  (haight  fup- 
We  fend  the  Graces  and  the  Mufes  forth,  [P°^e 
To  Civilize,  and  to  inftruft  the  North  ? 

Not  that  tbefe  Ornaments  make  Swords  lefs  (harp, 
Apollo  bears  as  well  his  Bow  as  Harp; 

And  tho’  he  be  the  Patron  of  that  Spring, 

Where  in  calm  Peace  the  Sacred  Virgins  Sing, 

He  Courage  had  to  guard  th’ invaded  Throne 
Of  Jove,  and  caft  th’  ambitious  Giants  down. 

Ah,  noble  Friend,  with  what  Impatience  all 
That  know  thy  Worth,  and  know  how  prodigal 

D  4  Of 
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Of  thy  great  Soul  thou  art,  longing  to  twift 
Bays  with  that  Ivy,  which  fo  early  kill 
Thy  youthful  Temples,  with  what  Horror  we 
Think  on  the  blind  Events  of  War,  and  Thee? 

To  Fate  expoling  that  all-knowing  Breaft 
Among  the  Throng,  as  cheaply  as  the  reft: 

Where  Oaks  and  Brambles  (if  the  Copfe  be  burn’d) 
Confounded  lye  to  the  fame  Alhes  turn’d. 

Some  happy  Wind  over  the  Ocean  blow 
This  Tempeft  yet  which  flights  our  ifland  fo; 
Guarded  with  Ships,  and  all  the  Sea  our  own. 
From  Heav’n  this  mifchief  on  our  Heads  is  thrown. 

In  a  late  Dream,  the  Genius  of  this  Land, 
Amaz’d,  I  faw,  like  the  fair  Hebrew  ftand. 

When  firft  lire  felt  the  Twins  begin  to  jar, 

And  found  her  Womb  the  Seat  of  Civil  War  : 
Inclin’d  to  whofe  Relief,  and  with  Prefage 
Of  better  Fortune  for  the  prefent  Age, 

Heav’n  fends,  quoth  I,  this  Difcord  for  our  good, 
To  warm,  perhaps,  but  not  to  wafte,  our  Blood, 
To  raife  our  drooping  Spirits,  grown  the  Scorn 
Of  our  proud  Neighbours,  who  e’erlong  lhall  mourn 
(Tho’  now  they  joy  in  our  expefted  Harms) 

We  had  occafton  to  refume  our  Arms. 

A  Lion  fo  with  felf-provoking  Smart, 

(His  rebel  Tail  fcourging  his  nobler  Parr,) 

Calls  up  his  Courage,  then  begins  to  roar. 

And  charge  his  Foes,  who  thought  him  mad  before. 
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For  Drinking  of  Healths. 

E  T  Brutes  and  Vegetals,  that  cannot  think 


X~j  So  far  as  Drought  and  Nature  urges,  Drink;  - 
A  more  indulgent  Miftrefs  guides  our  Sprights, 
Reafon,  that  dares  beyond  our  Appetites; 

She  wou’d  our  Care  as  well  as  Third  redrefs. 

And  with  Divinity  rewards  Excefs  : 

Dcl’erted  Ariadne,  thus  fupply’d, 

Did  perjur’d  Tbefeus ’  Cruelty  deride; 

Bacchus  embrac’d,  from  her  exalted  Thought 
Banilh’d  the  Man,  her  PalTion,  and  his  Fault. 
Bacchus  and  Phoebus  are  by  Jove  aliy’d. 

And  each  by  other’s  timely  Heat’s  fupply’d: 

All  that  the  Grape  owes  to  his  ripening  Fires, 

Is  paid  in  Numbers  which  their  juice  infpires. 
■Wine  fills  the  Veins,  and  Healths  are  underftood. 
To  give  our  Friend  a  Title  to  our  Blood  : 

Who  nartnng  me,  doth  warm  his  Courage  fo. 
Shews  for  my  fake  what  his  bold  Hand  wou’d  do. 


S  O  JV  G. 


i. 


CBloris  farewel ;  I  now  mult  go: 

For  if  with  thee  I  longer  fiay, 

Thy  Eyes  prevail  upon  me  fo, 

I  fhall  prove  Blind,  and  lofe  my  Way. 


D  j 


II.  Fame 
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n. 

Fame  of  thy  Beauty,  and  thy  Youth, 
Among  the  reft,  me  hither  brought ; 

Finding  this  Fame  fall  fhort  of  Truth, 
Made  me  flay  longer  than  I  thought. 

III. 

For  I’m  engag’d  by  Word,  and  Oath, 

A  Servant  to  another’s  Will ; 

Yet,  for  thy  Love,  I’d  forfeit  both, 

Cou’d  I  be  fure  to  keep  it  ft  ill. 

IV. 

But  what  Aflurance  can  I  take  5 
When  thou,  foreknowing  this  Abufe, 

For  fome  more  worthy  Lover’s  fake, 
May’ll:  leave  me  with  fo  juft  Excufe. 

V. 

For  thou  may’ll  fay  ’twas  not  thy  Fault 
That  thou  didll  thus  inconftant  prove, 

Being  by  my  Example  taught 

To  break  thy  Oath,  to  mend  thy  Love. 

VI. 

No  chloris ,  nos  I  will  return, 

And  raife  thy  Story  to  that  height, 

That  Strangers  lhall  at  diftance  burn. 

And  Ihe  diftruft  me  Reprobate. 

VII. 

Then  lhall  my  Love  this  doubt  difplace. 
And  gain  fuch  trull,  that  I  may  come 


And 
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And  banquet  fometimes  on  thy  Face, 

But  make  my  conftant  Meals  at  home. 


On  my  Lady  Ifabella  playing  on  the  Lute., 

O  Uch  moving  Sounds,  fromfuch  a  carelefs  Touch, 
^  So  unconcern’d  her  felf,  and  we  fo  much! 
What  Art  is  this,  that  with  fo  little  Pains 
Tranfports  us  thus,  and  o’er  our  Spirits  reigns! 
The  trembling  Strings  about  her  Fingers  crowd. 
And  tell  their  Joy  for  ev’ry  Rifs  aloud  : 

Small  Force  there  needs  to  make  them  tremble  fo ; 
Touch’d  by  that  Hand  who  wou’d  not  tremble  too? 
Here  Love  takes  {land,  and  while  Are  charmsrheEar, 
Empties  his  Quiver  on  the  lift’ning  Deer* 

Mulick  fo  foftens  and  difarms  the  Mind, 

That  not  an  Arrow  does  Refiftance  find. 

Thus  the  fair  Tyrant  Celebrates  the  Prize, 

And  afts  her  felf  the  Triumph  of  her  Eye*. 

So  Nero  once,  with  Harp  in  Hand,  furvey’d 
His  flaming  1{ome,  and  as  it  burnt  he  play’d. 


To  a  Lady  Singing  a  Song  of  his  Compojing. 

CHlons,  your  felf  you  fo  excel, 

When  you  vouchsafe  to  bieath  my  Thought, 
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That  like  a  Spirit  with  this  Spell 
Of  my  own  Teaching  I  am  caught. 

T*he  Eagle’s  Fate  and  mine  are  one, 
Which  on  the  Shafc  that  made  him  die 
Efpy’d  a  Feather  of  his  own, 

Wherewith  he  wont  to  foar  fo  high. 

Had  Eccho,  with  fo  fweet  a  Grace, 
NarciJJits ’  loud  Complaints  return’d. 
Not  for  Reflection  of  his  Face, 

But  of  his  Voice,  the  Boy  had  burn’d. 


Of  the  Marriage  of  the  Dwarfs . 

DEfign  or  Chance  makes  others  Wive, 
But  Nature  did  this  Match  contrive  j 
Eve  might  as  well  have  ^ idem  fled, 

As  ihe  deny’d  her  little  Bed 

To  him,  for  whom  Heav’n  feem’d  to  frame, 

And  meafure  out  this  only  Dame. 

Thrice  happy  is  that  humble  Pair 
Beneath  the  level  of  all  Care; 

Over  whofe  Htads  thofe  Arrows  fly 
Of  fad  Piftruft  and  fealoulie; 

Secured  in  as  high  extream, 

As  if  the  World  held  none  but  them, 
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To  him  the  faireft Nymphs  do  ihow 
Like  moving  Mountains  topt  with  Snow  3 
And  ev’ry  Man  a  Polypheme 
Does  to  his  Galutea  feem  ; 

None  may  prefume  her  Faith  to  prove; 

He  prefers  Death  that  prefers  Love. 

Ah,  Chloris,  that  kind  Nature  thus 
From  all  the  World  had  fever’d  us. 

Creating  for  our  felves  us  two, 

As  Love  has  me  for  only  you. 


LOFE’s  farewell. 

Reading  the  Path  to  Nobler  Ends, 


JL  A  long  Farewel  to  Love  I  gave; 

Refclv’d  my  Country,  and  my  Friends, 

All  that  remain’d  of  me  Ihould  have. 

And  this  Refolve  no  Mortal  Dame, 

None  but  thofe  Eyes  con’d  have  o’erthrown. 
The  Nymph,  I  dare  not,  need  not  name. 

So  high,  fo  like  her  felf  alone. 

Thus  the  tall  Oak  which  now  afpires 
Above  the  Fear  of  private  Fires, 


Grovra 


/ 
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Grown  and  defign’d  for  nobler  Ufe, 

Not  to  make  warm  but  build  the  Houfe, 
Tho’  from  our  meaner  Flames  fecure, 


Muft  that  which  falls  from  Heav’n  indure. 


From  a,  CHILD. 


Madam, 

AS  in  fome  Climes  the  warmer  Sun 

Makes  it  full  Summer  e’er  the  Spring’s  begun. 
And  with  ripe  Fruit  the  bending  Boughs  can  load, 
Before  our  Violets  dare  look  abroad: 

So  meafure  not  by  any  common  ufe, 

The  early  Love  your  brighter  Eyes  produce. 

When  lately  your  fair  Hand  in  Woman’s  Weed, 
Wrap’d  my  glad  Head,  I  wifli’d  me  fo  indeed, 
That  hafty  Time  might  never  make  me  grow 
Out  of  thofe  Favours  you  afford  me  nows 
That  I  might  ever  fuch  Indulgence  find, 

And  you  not  blulh,  or  think  sour  felf  too  kind, 
Who  now,  I  fear,  while  I  thefe  Joys  exprefs, 

Begin  to  think  how  you  may  make  them  lefs: 

The  found  of  Love  makes  your  foft  Hear?  afraid, 
And  guard  ii  felf,  tho’  but  a  Child  invade, 

And  innocently  at  your  white  Bread  throw 
A  Dart  as  white,  a  Ball  of  new  fall’n  Snow. 
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■On  a  GIRDLE. 

HAT  which  her  (lender  Wafte  confin’d, 


X  Shall  now  my  joyful  Temples  bind; 
No  Monarch  but  wou’d  give  his  Crown, 
His  Arms  might  do  what  this  has  done. 

It  was  my  Heav’ns  extreameft  Sphere, 

The  Pale  which  held  that  Lovely  Dear; 
My  Joy,  my  Grief,  my  Hope,  my  Love, 
Did  all  within  this  Circle  move. 

A  narrow  Compafs,  and  yet  there 
Dwelt  all  that’s  Good,  and  all  that’s  Fair." 
Give  me  but  what  this  Baban  bound. 

Take  all  the  reft  the  Sun  goes  round. 


The  Apology  of  Sleep. 


Far  not  approaching  the  Lady ,  who  can  do 
any  thing  but  Sleep  when Jhe pleafeth. 


MY  Charge  it  is  thofe  Breaches  to  repair 

Which  Nature  takes  from  Sorrow,  Toil  and 


Reft  to  the  Limbs,  and  Quiet  I  confer  [Care.* 


On  troubled  Minds;  but  nought  can  add  to  her. 


Whom 
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Whom  Heav’n  and  hei  tranfcendent  Thoughts  have 
plac’d 

Above  thofe  Ills,  which  wretched-  Mortals  tafte. 

Bright  as  the  deathlefs  Gods,  and  happy,  She 
From  all  that  may  infringe  Delight  is  free: 

Love  at  her  Royal  Feer  his  Quiver  lays, 

And  not  his  Mother  with  more  hafte  obeys. 

Such  real  Pleafure’s,  fuch  true  Joy’s  fufpeuce, 

What  Dream  can  I  pielenc  to  recompence? 

Shou’d  I  with  Lightning  fill  her  awful  Hand, 
And  make  the  Clouds  feem  all  at  her  Command : 
Or  place  her  in  Olympus  Top,  a  Gueft 
Among  th’  Immortals,  who  with  Neftar  feaft : 

That  poor  wou’d  feem,  that  Entertainment  Ihort 
Of  the  true  Splendor  of  her  prefent  Court; 

Where  all  the  joys  and  all  the  Glories  are 
Of  three  great  Kingdoms,  fever’d  from  the  Care. 

I  that  of  Fumes  and  humid  Vapours  made, 
Afcending,  do  the  Seat  of  Senfe  invade. 

No  Cloud  in  fo  ferene  a  Manfion  find. 

To  over-call  her  ever-fhining  Mind, 

Which  holds  refemblance  with  thofe  fpotlefs  Skies, 
Where  flowing  Nilus  want  of  Rain  fuppiies ; 
ThatChriftai  Heav’n,  where  Phoebus  never  flirouds 
His  golden  Beams,  nor  wraps  his  Face  in  Clouds. 

But  what  fo  hard  which  Numbers  cannot  force  ? 

So  Hoops  the  Moon,  and  Rivers  change  their  courfe : 

The 


Poems  upon  fever al  Occafions.  6f 


The  bold  Mxonian  made  me  dare  to  Steep 
Jove's  dreadful  Temples  in  the  dew  of  Sleep. 
And  fince  the  Mufes  do  invoke  my  Pow’r, 

I  ihall  no  more  decline  that  Sacred  Bow’r, 

Where  Gloriana  their  great  Miftrefs  lies, 

But  gently  taming  thofe  Victorious  Eyes, 

Charm  all  her  Senfes;  ’till  the  joyful  Sun 
Without  a  Rival  half  his  Courfe  has  run: 

Who  while  my  Hand  that  fairer  Light  confines. 
May  boaft  himfelf  the  brighteft  thing  that  Shines. 


At  PENS-HURST. 


Hile  in  the  Park  I  ling,  the  lift’ning  Deer 


VV  Attend  my  Palfion,  and  forget  to  fear. 
When  to  the  Beeches  I  report  my  Flame, 

They  bow  their  Heads  as  if  they  felt  the  fame. 

To  Gods  appealing,  when  I  reach  their  Bow’rs 
With  loud  complaints,  they  anfwer  me  in  Show’rs. 
To  thee  a  wild  and  cruel  Soul  is  giv’n, 

More  deaf  than  Trees,  and  prouder  than  the  Heav’n. 
Love’s  Foe  profeft,  why  doft  thoufallly  feign 
Thy  felf  a  Sidney ?  From  which  noble  Strain 
He  fprung,  that  cou’d  fo  far  exalt  the  name 
Of  Love,  and  warm  our  Nation  with  his  Flame, 
That  all  we  can  of  Love  or  high  Defire, 

Seems  but  the  Smoak  of  am’rous  Sidney’s  Fire. 
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Nor  call  her  Mother,  who  fo  well  does  prove 
One  Bread  may  hold  both  haftity  and  Love, 
Never  can  £he,  that  fo  exceeds  the  Spring 
In  Joy  and  /loun.y,  be  fuppos’d  to  bring 
One  fo  deftruftrve.  To  no  humane  Stock 
We  owe  this  lierce  Unkindnels,  but  the  Rock, 

That  cloven  Rock  produc’d  thee,  by  whofe  fide 
Nature  to  recompe:  ce  the  fatal  Tide 
Of  fuch  ftern  Beauty,  plac’d  thofe  healing  Springs, 
Which  not  more  help,  than  that  deftru&ion  brings. 
Thy  Heait,  no  ruder  than  the  rugged  Stone, 

I  might,  like  Orpheus,  with  my  num’rous  Moan 
Melt  to  Compafiion;  now  my  ttait’rous  Song, 
With  thee  confpires  to  do  the  Singer  wrong: 

W  hile  thus  I  fuffer  not  my  felf  to  lofe 
The  Memory  of  what  augments  my  Woes: 

Eut  with  my  own  Breath  ftill  foment  the  Fire, 
Which  flames  as  high  as  Fancy  can  afpire. 

This  laft  Complaint  th’  indulgent  Ears  did  pierce 
Of  juft  Apollo,  Prefident  of  Verfe; 

Highly  concerned,  that  the  Mufe  Ihould  bring 
Damage  to  one  whom  he  had  taught  to  Sing, 
Thus  he  advis’d  me;  On  yon  aged  Tree 
Hang  up  thy  Lute,  and  hye  thee  to  the  Sea, 

That  there  with  Wonders  thy  diverted  Mind 
Some  Truce  at  leaft  may  with  this  Pafiion  find. 

Ah  cruel  Nymph!  From  whom  her  humble  Swain 
Flies  for  Relief  unto  the  raging  Main; 
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And  from  the  Winds  and  Tempeftsdoes  expeft 
A  milder  Fate,  than  fom  her  cold  Negleft: 

Yet  there  he’ll  pray,  that  the  Unkind  may  prove 
Bleft  in  her  Choice ;  and  vows  his  endlefs  Love 
Springs  from  no  hope  of  what  fhe  can  confer. 

But  from  thofe  Gifts  which  fieav’n  has  heap’d 
on  her. 


ANOTHER. 

HA D  Sacharijfa  liv’d  when  Mortals  made 
Choice  of  their  Deities,  this  Sacred  Shade 
Had  held  an  Altar  to  her  Pow’r,  that  gave 
The  Peace  and  Glory  which  thefe  Alleys  have: 
Embroider’d  fo  with  Flowers  ihe  had  flood. 

That  it  became  a  Garden  of  a  Wood: 

Her  Prefence  has  fuch  more  than  humane  Grace, 
That  it  can  Civilize  the  rudeft  Place; 

And  Beauty  too,  and  Order  can  impart. 

Where  Nature  ne’er  intended  it,  nor  Art. 

The  Plants  acknowledge  this,  and  her  admire. 
No  lefs  than  thofe  of  old  did  Orpheus  Lire: 

If  fte  fit  down,  with  Tops  all  row’rds  her  bow’d, 
They  round  about  her  into  Arbors  crowd; 

Or  if  fhe  walk,  in  even  B.anks  they  ftand, 

Like  fome  well  marfhal’d  and  obfequious  Band. 
lAmpbion  fo  made  Stones  and  Timber  leap 
Into  fair  Figures,  from  a  confus’d  Heap : 
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And  in  the  Symmetry’  of  her  Parts  is  found 
A  Pow’r,  like  that  of  Harmony  in  Sound. 

Ye  lofty  Beeches,  tell  this  marchlefs  Dame, 

That  if  together  ye  fed  all  one  Flame, 

It  cou’d  not  equalize  the  hundredth  part 
Of  what  her  Eyes  have  kindled  in  my  Heart. 

Go  Boy,  and  carve  this  Paffion  on  the  Bark 
Of  yonder  Tree,  which  ftands  the  facred  Mark 
Of  noble  Sidney's  Birch  ;  when  fuch  Benign, 

Such  more  than  Mortal-making  Stars  did  ihinej 
That  there  they  cannot  but  forever  prove 
The  Monument  and  Pledge  of  humble  Love: 

His  humble  Love,  whofe  Hope  lhall  ne’er  rife  high’* 
Than  for  a  Pardon  that  he  dares  admire. 


“Jo  my  Lord  of  Leicefter. 

NO  T  that  thy  Trees  at  Pens-hurft  groan, 
Opprelfed  with  their  timely  Load, 
And  feem  to  make  their  filent  Moan, 

That  their  great  Lord  is  now  abroad  : 
They  to  delight  his  Tafte,  or  Eye, 

Would  fpend  themfelves  in  Fruit,  and  Dye. 

Not  that  thy  harmlefs  Deer  repine. 

And  think  themfelves  unjuftly  Slain 
By  any  other  Hand  than  thine, 

Whofe  Arrows  they  wou’d  gladly  ftaia: 
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No,  nor  thy  Friends,  which  hold  too  dear 
That  Peace  with  France,  which  keeps  thee  there. 

All  thefe  are  lefs  than  that  great  Caufe, 

Which  now  exafts  your  Prefence  here, 
Wherein  there  meet  the  divers  Laws 
Of  Publick  and  Domeftick  Care. 

For  one  bright  Nymph  our  Youth  contends, 

And  on  your  prudent  Choice  depends. 

Not  the  bright  Shield  of  Thetis'  Son, 

For  which  fuch  ftern  Debate  did  rife, 

That  the  great  ^4jax  Telamon 

Refus’d  to  live  without  the  Prize, 

Thofe  lAchive  Peers  did  more  engage. 

Than  fhe  the  Gallants  of  our  Age. 

The  Beam  of  Beauty,  which  begun 
To  warm  us  fo,  when  thou  wert  here, 

Now  fcorches  like  the  raging  Sun 
When  Syria s  does  firft  appear. 

O  fix  this  Flame ;  and  let  Defpair 
Redeem  the  reft  from  endlefs  Care ! 


Tt 
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To  a  very  Toung  Lady. ' 

WHY  came  I  fo  untimely  forth 

Into  a  World  which  wanting  thee, 
Cou’d  entertain  us  with  no  Worth 
Or  fliadow  of  Felicity  ? 

That  Time  Ihou’d  me  fo  far  remove 
From  that  which  I  was  born  co  Love! 

Yet,  faired  Biolfom,  do  not  flight 
That  Age  which  you  may  know  fo  foon  j 
The  Rode  Morn  refigns  her  Light, 

And  milder  Glory,  to  the  Noon.- 
And  then  what  Wonders  fhall  you  do, 
Whofe  dawning  Beauty  warms  us  fo? 

Hope  waits  upon  the  flow’ry  Prime, 

And  Summer,  though  it  be  lefs  gay. 

Yet  is  not  look’d  on  as  a  time 
Of  Declination  ot  Decay. 

For,  with  a  full  Hand,  that  does  bring 
All  that  was  promis’d  by  the  Spring. 


SOS 
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SO  N  G. 

C  AY  lovely  Dream,  where  cou’dflthou  find 
Shadows  to  counterfeit  that  Face? 

Colours  of  this  Glorious  kind 
Come  not  from  any  Mortal  Place. 

In  Heav’n  it  felf  thou  fure  wer’t  dreft 
With  that  Angel- like  Difguifej 

Thus  deluded  am  I  Weft, 

And  fee  my  Joy  with  clofed  Eyes. 

But  ah This  Image  is  too  kind 
To  be  other  than  a  Dream  I 

Cruel  Sacbariffa’s  Mind 
Never  put  on  that  fwcer  Extreara, 

Fair  Dream,  if  thou  intend’ft  me  Grace, 
Change  that  Heav’nly  Face  of  thine; 

Paint  defpis’d  Love  in  thy  Face, 

And  make  it  to  appear  like  mine. 

Pale,  Wan,  and  Meagre  let  it  look. 

With  a  Pity-moving  Shape, 

Such  as  wander  by  the  brook 
Of  Lithe,  or  from  Graves  efcape. 

Then  to  that  Matchlefs  Nymph  appear. 

In  whofe  Shape  thou  fluneft  fo, 
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Softly  in  her  fleeping  Ear, 

With  humble  Words  exprefs  my  Wo. 


Perhaps  from  Greatnefs,  State,  and  Pride, 
Thus  furprifcd  She  may  fall : 

Sleep  does  Difproportion  hide, 

And,  Death  refembling,  equals  all. 


SONG. 


BEhold  the  Brand  of  Beauty  toft; 

See  how  the  Motion  does  dilate  the  Flame: 
Delighted  Love  his  Spoils  does  boaftj 
And  triumph  in  this  Game. 

Fire  to  no  Place  confin’d, 

Is  both  our  Wonder  and  our  Fear, 

Moving  the  Mind, 

As  Lightning  hurled  through  the  Air . 


High  Heav’n  the  Glory  does  encreafe 
Of  all  her  Shining  Lamps,  this  artful  way; 
The  Sun  in  Figures,  fuch  as  thefe, 

Joys  with  the  Moon  to  play. 

To  the  fweet  Strains  they’  advance 
Which  do  refult  from  their  own  Spheres; 

As  this  Nymph’s  Dance, 

Moves  with  the  Numbers  which  Ihe  hear?. 
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On  the  Difcovery  of  a  Lady's  Tainting. 

Primal  ion's  Fate  reverft  is  mine. 

His  Marble  Love  took  Flelh  and  Blood  i 
All  that  1  woilhipp’d  as  Divine, 

'  That  Beauty,  now  ’tis  underftood, 

Appears  to  have  no  more  of  Life 
Than  that  whereof  he  fram’d  his  Wife. 

As  Women  yet,  who  apprehend 
Some  hidden  Caufe  of  caufelefs  Fear, 
Although  that  feeming  Caute  take  End, 

And  they  behold  no  Danger  near, 

A  Shaking  thro’  their  Limbs  they  find, 

Like  Leaves  faluted  by  the  Wind: 

So  though  the  Beauty  do  appear 
No  Beauty,  which  amaz’d  me  fo; 

Yet  from  my  Breaft  1  cannot  tear 

The  Paffion  which  from  thence  did  grow, 

Nor  yet  out  of  my  Fancy  rafe 
The  Print  of  that  fuppofed  Face. 

A  real  Beauty,  though  too  near. 

The  fond  Narcijfus  did  admire; 

1  doat  on  that  which  is  no  where. 

The  fign  of  Beauty  feeds  nay  Fixe : 

E 


No 
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No  Mortal  Flame  was  e’er  fo  cruel 
As  this,  which  thus  furvives  the  Fuel. 

To  a  L  A  DT,  from  whom  he  receiv'd  a 
Silver  Ten. 

Madam, 

INtending  to  have  try’d 

The  Silver  Favour  which  you  gave. 

In  Ink  the  ihining  Point  I  dy’d, 

And  drench’d  it  in  the  fable  Wave: 

When,  griev’d  to  be  fo  foully  ftain’d. 

On  you  it  thus  to  me  complain’d. 

Suppofe  you  had  deferv’d  to  take 
From  her  fair  Hand  fo  fair  a  Boon; 

Yet  how  defcrved  I  to  make 
So  ill  a  Change,  who  ever  won 
Immortal  Praife  for  what  I  wrote, 

Inftiuded  by  her  Noble  Thought? 

J,  that  exprefled  her  Commands 
To  mighty  Lords,  and  Princely  Dames, 
Always  moft  welcome  to  their  Hands, 

Proud  that  I  wou’d  record  their  Names, 

Mud  now  be  taught  an  humble  Stile, 

Some  meaner  Beauty  to  beguile. 


So 
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So  I,  the  wronged  Pen  to  pleafe. 

Make  it  my  humble  Thanks  cxprefs 
Unto  your  Ladylhip,  in  rhefe: 

And  now  ’  tis  forced  to  confefs. 

That  your  great  felf  did  ne’er  indite. 
Nor  that,  to  one  more  Noble,  write. 


On  a  Brede  of  divers  Colours ,  woven 


by  Four  Ladies. 


Wice  twenty  flender  Virgins’  Fingers  twine 


A  This  curious  Web, where  all  their  Fancies  Urine  t 
As  Nature  them,  fo  they  this  Shade  have  wrought. 
Soft  as  their  Hands,  and  various  as  their  T  bought. 
Not  Juno's  Bird  when,  his  fair  Train  difplay’d. 

He  wooes  the  Female  to  his  Painted  Bed, 

No  not  the  Bow  which  fo  adorns  the  Skies, 

So  Glorious  is,  or  boafts  fo  many  Dies. 

To  my  Lord  of  Northumberland,  upon 
the  Death  of  his  Lady. 

O  this  Great  Lofs  a  Sea  of  Tears  is  duej 


A  But  the  whole  Debt  not  to  be  paid  by  you. 
Charge  not  your  felf  with  all,  nor  render  vain 
Thofe  Show’rs  the  Eyes  of  us  your  Servants  iain. 
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Shall  Grief  contract  the  largcnefs  of  that  Heart; 

In  which,  nor  Fear  nor  Anger  has  a  part? 

Virtue  wou’d  Bluih,  if  Timclhou’db  aft  (which  driess 
Her  Sole  Child  dead,  ihe  tender  Mother's  byes') 
Your  Mind’s  Reiiet,  where  Reafon  tiimnphs  fo 
Over  all  Paftions,  that  they  ne’er  cou’d  grow 
Beyond  their  Limits  in  your  Noble  Breaft, 

To  harm  another,  or  impeach  your  Reft. 

This  we  obferv’d,  delighting  to  obey 

One  who  did  never  from  his  great  felf  ftray: 

Whofe  mild  Example  feemed  to  engage 

Th’  obfequious  Seas,  and  teach  them  not  to  Rage. 

The  brave  Emilius,  his  great  Charge  laid  down, 

(The  Force  of  T(ome,  and  Fate  of  Maccdon ) 

In  h  is  loft  Sons  did  feel  the  cruel  Stroke 
Of  changing  Fortune;  and  thus  highly  fpoke 
Before  Rome's  People  :  We  did  oft  implore 
That  if  the  Heav’ns  had  any  Bad  in  Store 
For  your  Emitius,  they  wou’d  pour  that  Ill 
On  his  own  liotife,  and  let  you  flouriih  ftill. 

You  on  the  barren  Seas,  my  Lord,  have  fpent 
Whole  Springs,  and  Summers  to  the  Publicklent: 
Sufpended  all  the  P'eafures  of  your  Life, 

And  Ihorten’d  the  ihort  Joy  of  fuch  a  Wife  ; 

For  which  your  Country’s  more  obliged,  than 
For  many  Lives  of  old,  lefs-happy,  Men. 

You  that  have  facrific’d  fo  great  a  part 
Of  Youth  and  private  Bills,  ought  to  impart 


Youx 
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Tour  Sorrow  too,  and  give  your  Fiiends  a  Right 
As  wc:l  r.i  yur'AftT&on,  as  Delight: 

Then  with  EmilUn  Courage  beat  chts  Crofs, 

Si  ace  publick  Perfons  on  y  publick  Lofs 
Ought  to  afteft;  aid  tho’  h*r  Form  and  youth, 
Her  Application  to  \cur  Will  and  Truth, 

That  nobi;  -weetnefs,  and  that  liumble  State, 

All  lna:c  1M  .way  by  fuch  a  hafty  Fate, 

Might  give  Excufe  to  any  common  Bread, 

Wi  ll  the  h age  Weight  of  fo  juft  Grief  oppreft; 

Tet  let  no  Portion  of  your  Life  be  ftain’d 
With  Paffion,  but  your  Character  maintain’d 
To  1  he  laft  \& ;  it  is  enough  her  Stone 
May  Honour'd  be  with  Supeifcription 
Of  the  (ole  Lady,  who  had  ow’r  10  move 
The  Great  Nort  umberUnd  .0  Grieve  and  Love. 


To  my  Lord  Admiral,  of  his  late 
Sicknefs  and  Recovery. 

With  Joy  like  our’s.the  Thrtcian  Youth  invades 
Orphett:  re  urning  from  th’  Elizjan  Shades, 
Embrace  the  Hero-,  and  his  Stay  implore, 

Make  it  their  publick  Suit,  he  wou'd  no  more 

E  3 


Defect 
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Defert  them  fo,  and  for  his  Spoufe’s  fake, 

His  vanifli’d  Love,  tempt  the  Lethean  Lake.* 

The  Ladies  too,  the  brighteft  of  that  Time, 
Ambitions  all  his  lofty  Bed  to  clime. 

Their  doubtful  Hopes  with  Expeftation  feed. 

Who  Ihall  the  Fair  Euridicc  fucceed: 

Euridice,  for  whom  his  num’rous  Moan 
Makes  lift’ning  Trees,  and  faivage  Mountains  groan. 
Thio’all  the  Air  his  founding  Strings  dilate 
Sorrow,  like  that  which  toucht  our  Hearts  of  late# 
Tour  pining  Sicknefs,  and  your  reftlefs  Pain, 

At  once  the  Land  affc&ing,  and  the  Main. 

When  the  glad  News  that  you  were  Admiral, 
Scarce  thro’  the  Nation  fpread,  ’t  was  fear’d  by  all 
That  our  great  Charles,  whofe  Wifdom  ihines  in  you, 
Wou’d  be  perplexed  how  to  chufe  a  new. 

So  mote  than  Private  was  the  Joy  and  Grief, 

That  at  the  worft,  it  gave  our  Souls  relief: 

That  in  our  Age  fuch  fienfe  of  Virtue  liv'd. 

They  Joy’d  fo  juftly,  and  fo  juftly  Griev’d. 

Nature  (her  faireft  Lights  eclipled,)  feems 
Her  felf  to  fufter  in  thofe  ihatp  Extremes.* 

While  not  ftom  thine  alone  thy  Blood  retires. 

But  from  thofe  Cheeks  which  all  the  World  admires. 
The  Stem  thus  threaten’d,  and  the  Sap  in  thee, 
Drop  all  the  Branches  of  thac  noble  Tree: 

Their  Beauty  they,  and  we  our  Loves  fufpend, 
Nought  can  eur  Wilhes,  fave  thy  Health,  intend. 
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As  Lillies  over-charg’d  with  Rain  they  bend 
Their  beauteous  Heads,  and  with  high  Heav’n  con- 
Fold  thee  within  theii  fnowy  Arms,  and  cry 
Ke  is  too  faultlefs  and  to  -  young  to  dye. 

So  like  Immortals  round  about  thee  they 
Sit,  that  they  fright  approaching  Death  away. 

Who  wou’d  not  languilh,  by  fo  fair  a  Train 
To  be  Lamented,  and  Reftor’d  itgain  ? 

Or  thus  with  held,  what  hafty  Soul  wotfd  go, 
Though  to  be  bleft?  O’er  her  lAr'onis  io 
Fair  Venus  mourn’d,  and  with  the  precious  Shovv’t 
Of  her  warm  Tears  cherifn’d  the  lptinging  Flow’r. 

The  next  Support,  fair  hope  of  your  great  Name, 
And  fecond  Pillar  of  chat  Noble  Frame, 

By  lofs  of  thee  wou'd  no  Advantage  have, 

But  ftep  by  ftep  purfue  thee  to  the  Grave. 

And  now  relentlefs  Fate,  about  to  end 
The  Line  which  backward  does  fo  far  extend, 

Thar  antique  Stock  which  ftiil  the  World  fupplies 
With  braveft  Spirits,  and  with  blighted  Eyes, 

Kind  Vhttbus  interpoling,  bid  me  lay  [  hey 

Such  Storms  no  more  (hall  Brake  that  Houfe,  buc 

I 

Like  Neptune,  and  his  Sea-born  Neice,  (hall  be 
The  Ihining  Glories  of  the  Land  and  Sea: 

With  Courage  guard,  and  Beauty  warm  out  Age, 
And  Lovers  fill  with  like  Poetick  Rage. 
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A  la  M  A  L  A  D  E. 


lovely  ^Amtret,  the  Care 


■*-  Of  all  that  know  what’s  Good  or  Fait 
Heav’n  is  become  out  Rival  too? 

Had  the  rich  Gifts  conferr'd  on  you, 

So  ample  thence,  the  common  end 
Of  giving  Lovers,  to  pietend. 

Hence  to  this  pining  Sicknefs  (meant 
To  weary  thee  to  a  Confent 
Of  leaving  us)  no  Pow’r  is  giv’tt 
Thy  Beauties  to  impair,  for  Heav’n 
Sollicits  thee  with  fuch  a  Care, 

As  Rofes  from  their  Stalks  we  tear, 

When  ve  wou'd  ftill  prelerve  ihem  new, 
And  ftefn  as  on  the  Eufli  they  grew. 

With  fuch  a  Grace  you  entertain, 

And  look  with  fuch  Contempt  on  Pain, 
That  languifiting  you  conquer  more, 

And  wound  us  deeper  than  before. 

So  Lightnings  which  in  Storms  appear. 
Scorch  more  than  when  the  Skies  are  clear. 
And  as  pale  Sicknefs  does  invade 
Tour  frailer  Parr,  the  Breaches  made 
In  that  fair  Lodging,  ftill  more  clear 
Make  the  bright  Gueft,  your  Soul,  appear. 
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So  Nymphs  o'er  pathlefs  Mountains  born. 

Their  light  Robes  by  the  Brambles  torn 
From  their  fair  Limbs,  expofing  new 
And  unknown  Beauties  to  the  view 
Of  following  Gods,  increafe  their  Flame, 

And  Halle  to  catch  the  flying  Game. 


Of  the  OVEEN. 


HE  Lark  thatihunson  lofty  Boughs  to  build 


Her  humble  Neft,  lies  fllent  in  the  Field; 

But  if  the  promife  of  a  Cloudlefs  Day, 

Aurora  fmiling,)  bids  her  rife  and  Play, 

Then  ftrait  Ihe  Ihews,  ’twas  not  for  want  of  Voice, 
Or  Pow’r  to  climb,  ihe  made  fo  low  a  Choice: 
Singing  ihe  mounts  her  airy  Wings  are  ftretcht 
Tow’ids  Heav  n,as  iffromHeav’n  her  Note  ihe  fetciit 
So  we  retiring  from  the  bulie  Throng, 

Ufe  to  reftrain  th’ambition  of  our  Song; 

But  fi.  ce  the  Light,  whjch  now  informs  our  Age* 
Breaks  from  the  Court  indul  .ent  to  her  Rage, 
Thither  my  Mufe,  like  bold  Promet'eus,  flies. 

To  light  her  Torch  at  Gloria -<«  s  Eyes.  TSouf 


And  all  our  Cares,  but  once  beheld,  controul  ! 

Here  the  poor  Lover  that  has  long  endur  i 
Some  proud  Nymph’s  fcorn,  of  his  fond  Palfion  cur’d. 


E  S 


Bates 
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Fares  like  the  Man  who  firft  upon  the  Ground 
A  Glow-worm  fpy’d,  fuppofing  he  had  found 
A  moving  Diamond,  a  breathing  Stone, 

(For  Life  it  had,  and  like  thofe  Jewels  fhone:) 

He  held  it  dear,  ’till  by  the  fpringing  Day 
Inform’d,  he  threw  the  worthlefs  Worm  away. 

She  faves  the  Lover  as  we  Gangrenes  ftay. 

By  cutting  Hope,  like  a  lopt  Limb,  away : 

This  makes  her  bleeding  Patients  to  accufc 
High  Heav’n,  and  thefe  Exportations  ufe. 

Cou’d  Nature  then  no  private  Woman  grace 
(W  horn  we  might  dare  to  Love)  with  fuch  a  Face, 
Such  a  Complexion,  and  fo  radiant  Eyes, 

Such  lovely  Motion,  and  fuch  Iharp  Replies  3 
Beyond  our  Reach,  and  yet  within  out  Sight, 
Vi'hat  envious  Pow’r  has  plac’d  this  glorious  Light  3 
Thus,  in  a  Starry  Night,  fond  Children  cry 
For  the  rich  Spangles  that  adorn  the  Sky; 

Which  tho’  they  Ihine  for  ever  fixed  there, 

"With  Light  and  Influence  relieve  us  here. 

All  her  Affeftrons  are  to  one  enclin’d. 

Her  Bounty  and  Companion  to  Mankind  : 

To  whom  while  ihe  fo  far  extends  her  Grace, 

She  makes  but  good  the  Promife  of  her  Face  : 

For  Mercy  has  (cou’d  Mercy’s  felf  be  feen) 

No  Tweeter  Look  than  this  propitious  Queen ; 

Such  Guard  and  Comfort  the  Diftrefi'ed  find 
From  her  large  Pow’r,  and  from  her  larger  Mind, 
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That  whom  ill  Fate  wou’d  ruin,  it  prefers; 

For  all  the  Miferable  are  made  Her’s. 

So  the  fair  Tree,  whereon  the  Eagle  builds, 

Poor  Sheep  from  Tempefts,  and  theit  Shepherds, 
The  Royal  Bird  pofleffes  all  the  Boughs,  tfluelds: 
But  Shade  and  Shelter  to  the  Flock  allows. 

Joy  of  our  Age,  and  Safety  of  che  next, 

For  which  fo  oft  thy  fertile  Womb  is  vext: 

Nobly  contented,  for  the  Publick  Good, 

To  wafte  thy  Spirits,  and  diffufe  thy  Blood: 

What  vaft  hopes  may  thefe  [(lands  entertain. 
Where  Monarchs,  thus  defcended,  are  to  Reign? 
Led  by  Commanders  of  fo  fair  a  Line, 

Our  Seas  no  longer  ihall  our  Pow’r  confine. 

A  brave  Romance  who  wou’d  exactly  frame, 
Firft  brings  his  Knight  from  fome  immortal  Dame  ? 
And  then  a  Weapon,  and  a  flaming  shield. 

Bright  as  his  Mother’s  Eyes,  he  makes  him  wield* 
None  might  the  Mother  of  ^Achilles  be, 

But  the  fair  Pearl,  and  Glory  of  the  Sea ; 

The  Man  to  whom  greac  Maro  gives  fuch  Fame, 
From  the  high  Bed  of  Heav’nly  Venus  came; 

And  our  next  Charles,  (whom  all  the  Stars  defign 
Like  Wonders  to  accomplilhj  Springs  from  thine. 
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ZJpon  the  Death  of  my  Lady  RICH, 

A  Y  thofe  already  curft  Ejfexian  Plains, 


iVl  Where  hafty  Death,  and  pining  Sicknefs  reigns. 
Prove  as  a  Defarr,  and  none  there  make  flay, 

But  Savage  Beafts,  or  Men  as  wild  as  they. 

There  the  fair  Light,  which  all  our  Ifland  grac’d, 
Like  Here's  Taper  in  the  Window  plac’d, 

Such  Fate  from  the  malignant  Ait  did  find. 

As  that  expofed  to  the  boift’rous  Wind. 

Ah  cruel  Heav'n!  To  fnatch  fo  fcon  away 
Her,  for  whole  Life  had  we  had  time  to  pray, 

With  thouland  Vows  and  Tears  weihou’d  have  fought 
That  lad  Decree’s  fulpenlion  to  have  wrought. 

But  we  (alas'.)  no  whifperof  her  Pain 
Heard,  ’till  ’twas  Sin  to  wifii  her  here  again. 

That  horrid  Word  at  once  like  Lightning  fpread, 
Struck  all  our  Ears,  The  Lady  %icb  is  Dead. 

Heart  rending  News,  and  dreadful  to  thofe  few 
Who  her  refemble,  and  her  Steps  purfue: 

That  Death  lhou’d  Licenle  have  to  rage  among 
The  Fair,  the  Wife,  the  Virtuous,  and  the  Young! 

The  Papbian  Queen  from  that  fierce  Battel  born. 
With  gored  Hand,  and  Veil  fo  rudely  torn, 

Like  Terror  did  among  thTmmorrals  breed, 

Taught  by  her  Wound  that  Goddelles  may  bleed. 


All 
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All  (land  amazed,  but  beyond  the  reft 
Th’Heroick  Dame  whofe  happy  Womb  Ihe  bleft. 
Mov’d  with  juft  Grief  expoftulates  with  Heav’n, 
Urging  the  Promifc  to  th’Obfequious  giv’n, 

Of  longer  Life;  for  ne’er  was  Pious  Soul 
More  apt  t’Obey,  more  worthy  to  Controul. 

A  skilful  Eye  at  once  might  read  the  Race 
Of  Caledonian  Monatchs  in  her  Face, 

And  fweet  Humility ;  her  Look  and  Mind, 

At  once  were  Lofty,  and  at  once  were  Kind. 

There  dwelt  the  i'corn  of  Vice,  and  Pity  too. 

For  thole  that  did  what  Ihe  difdain’d  to  do: 

So  gentle  and  fevere,  that  what  was  bad 
At  once  her  Hatred  and  her  Pardon  had. 

Gracious  to  all,  but  where  her  Love  was  due. 

So  Faft,  fo  Faithful,  Loyal,  and  fo  True, 

That  a  bold  Hand  as  loon  might  hope  to  force 
The  rouling  Lights  of  Heav’n,  as  change  her  Courfe> 
Some  happy  Angel,  that  beholds  her  there, 

Inftruift  us  to  record  what  die  was  here  , 

And  when  this  Cloud  of  Sorrow’s  over  blown, 
Thro’  the  wide  World  we’ll  make  her  Graces  known  J 
So  frefli  the  Wound  is,  and\the  Grief  lo  vnft. 

That  all  our  Art  and  Pow’r  of  Speech  is  wafte. 
Here  Paffion  fways,  but  there  the  Mufe  lhall  raife 
Eternal  Monuments  of  louder  Praife. 

There  our  Delight,  complying  with  her  Fame, 
Shall  have  occalion  to  recite  thy  Name, 
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Fair  Sacbarijfa ,  and  now  only  Fair ! 

To  facred  friendfttip  we’ll  an  Altar  rear. 

Such  as  the  Tomans  did  ereft  of  old, 

Where,  on  a  Marble  Pillar,  ihail  be  told 
The  lovely  Paffion  each  to  other  bare. 

With  the  refemb’ance  of  that  matchlefs  Pair. 
Narcijfus  to  the  thing  for  which  he  pin’d, 

Was  not  more  like,  than  your’s  to  her  fair  Mind.- 
Save  that  you  grac’d  the  lev’ral  parts  of  Life, 

A  fpotlefs  Virgin,  and  a  faultlefs  Wife. 

Such  was  the  fweet  Converfe’twixt  her  and  you. 

As  that  Ihe  bolds  with  her  Alfociates  now. 

How  falfe  is  Hope,  and  how  regardlefs  Fate, 
That  fuch  a  Love  Ihou'd  have  fo  Ihort  a  Date! 
Lately  I  faw  her,  lighing,  part  from  thee:  , 
(Alas  that  fuch  the  laft  Farewel  Ihou’d  te!  ) 

So  look’d  lAfirxa,  her  Remove  delign’d, 

On  thofe  diftreffed  Friends  Ihe  left  behind. 

Confent  in  Virtue  knit  your  Hearts  fo  fall, 

That  Hill  the  Knot,  in  fpightof  Death,  does  laft: 
For  as  your  Tears  and  Sorrow-wounded  Soul 
Prove  well  thar  on  jour  part  this  Eond  is  whole; 
So  ail  we  know  of  what  they  do  above, 

Is,  that  they  Happy  are,  and  that  they  Love. 

Let  dark  Oblivion  and  the  hollow  Grave 
Content  themielves  our  frailer  Thoughts  to  have: 
Weil  cholen  Love  is  never  taught  to  Die, 

But  with  our  nobler  Part  invades  the  Sky. 


Then 
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Then  grieve  no  more,  that  one  fo  heav’nly  ftap’d 
The  crooked  Hand  of  trembling  Age  efcap’d. 

Rather  fince  we  beheld  her  not  decay. 

But  that  ihe  vauilh’d  fo  entire  sway: 

Her  wondrous  Beauty  and  her  Goodnefs  Merit, 

We  Ihou’d  fuppofe  that  fome  propitious  Spirit, 

In  that  Celeftial  Form  frequented  here. 

And  is  not  Dead,  but  ceafes  to  Appear. 


To  the  Queen  Mother  of  France,  upon 
her  Landing.  Lithe  Year  16S3. 


[wears 


Reat  Queen  of  Europe,  where  thy  Ofr-ipring 


VJ  All  the  chief  Crowns;  where  Princes  are  thy 
As  welcome  thou  to  Sea-girt  Britain's  Shore,  £Hcirs* 
As  etfl  Latona  (who  fair  cinema  bore) 

T o  Delos  was.  Herelhines  a  Nymph  as  bright, 

By  thee  dilclos’d,  wich  like  encreafe  of  Light. 

Why  was  our  joy  in  Betgia  confin’d? 

Or  why  did  you  fo  much  regard  the  Wind? 

Scarce  cou’d  the  Ocean  (tho’ imag’d)  have  toft 
Thy  Sov’retgn  Bark,  but  where  th’ oblequious  Coaft 
Bays  Tribute  to  thy  bed.  me  s  conqu’nng  Hand 
Mote  vanquifh’d  Nations  under  her  command 
Never  reduc’d;  glad  Tierecintbia,  to 
Among  her  Deatulels  Progeny  did  go; 


A 
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A  wreath  of  Tow’rs  adorn’d  her  rev’rend  Head, 
Mother  of  all  that  on  Ambrofit.  fed. 

Thy  godiike  Race  muft  fway  the  Age  to  come. 

As  ihe  Olympus,  Peopled  with  her  Womb. 

Wou’d  thofe  Commanders  of  Mankind  obey 
Their  honour’d  Parent,  all  Pretences  lay 
Down  at  her  Royal  Feet,  compofe  their  Jarrs, 

And  on  the  growing  Turk^  difcharge  thefe  Wats: 
The  Chriftian  Knights  that  facred  Tomb  ihou’dwrefi: 
From  Pagan  Hands,  and  triumph  o’er  the  Eaft-, 

Out  England's  Prince  and  G  aid  as  Dauphin  might 
Like  Young  Hjnaldo,  and  Tancredo  Fight  - 
In  Angle  Combate  ;  by  their  Swords  again 
The  proud  ^Argnntes  and  fierce  Sol  an  flain; 

Again,  we  might  with  valiant  Deeds  recite, 

And  with  your  Thu. pan  Mufe  exalt  the  Fight. 


1 o  the  Mutable  Farr. 


Y  |  ERE,  Cali  a,,  for  thy  fake  I  "part 
A  i  With  all  that  grew  fo  near  my  Heart  j 
The  Paffion  that  I  had  for  thee, 

The  Faith,  the  Love,  the  Conftancy, 

And,  that  I  may  fuccef  ful  prove, 

Transform  my  felf  to  what  you  Love. 

Fool  that  I  was,  fo  much  to  prize 
Thofe  Ample  Virtues  you  defpife; 


Tool 
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Fool,  that  with  fuch  dull  Arrows  ftrove, 

Or  hop’d  to  reach  a  flying  Dove  I 
For  you,  that  are  in  Motion  ftill. 

Decline  our  Force,  and  mock  our  Skill; 

Who  like  Don  £#/xsf  do  advance 
Againft  a  Wind- mill  our  vain  Lance. 

Now  will  1  wander  thro’ the  Air, 

Mount,  make  a  flop  ar  ev'ry  Fair, 

And,  with  a  Fancy  unconfin’d 
(As  lawlefs  as  the  Sea  or  Wind) 

Furfue  you  wherefoe’er  you  fly. 

And  with  your  various  Thoughts  comply. 

The  formal  Stars  do  travel  fo, 

As  we  their  Names  and  Coutfes  know, 

And  he  that  on  their  Changes  looks, 

Wou’d  chink  them  govern’d  by  our  Books, 

But  never  were  the  Clouds  reduc'd 
To  any  Art;  the  Motion  us’d 
By  thofe  free  'apours  are  fo  light, 

So  frequenr,  that  the  Conquer’d  Sight 
Defpairs  to  find  the  Buries  that  guide 
Thofe  gilded  Shadows  as  they  Hide: 

And  therefoie  of  the  fpacious  Air 
Jove's  ILoyal  Coufort  had  the  Care; 

And  by  that  Pow’t  did  once  efcape, 

Declining  hold  Ixion's  Kape, 

She,  with  hex  own  Refemhlance,  grac’d 
A  lining  Cloud,  which  he  embrac’d. 

uch 
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Such  was  that  Image,  fo  it  fmil’d 
With  Teeming  Kindnefs,  which  beguil’d 
Your  Thirfis  lately,  when  he  thought 
He  had  his  fleeting  Calia  caught. 

’Twas  ihap'd  like  her,  but  Tor  the  Fair 
He  fill’d  his  Arms  with  vie!  lg  Air: 

A  Fate  for  which  he  grieves  rhe  lefs, 
Becaufe  the  Gods  had  like  Success. 

For  in  their  Story  one,  we  fee, 

Purfue  a  Nymph,  and  takes  a  Tree: 

A  fecond,  with  a  Lover’s  hafte. 

Soon  overtakes  whom  he  had  ch„c’dj 
But  ihe  that  did  a  Virgin  Teem, 

Poffelt  appears  a  wand’ring  S.;eam: 

For  his  luppofed  Love  a  third 
Lays  greedy  hold  upon  a  B  rd ; 

And  Hands  amaz’d  to  find  his  Dear 
A  wild  Inhabitant  of  th’  Air. 

To  thefe  old  Tales  fuch  Nymphs  as  you 
Give  Credit,  and  ftill  make  them  new ; 
The  Am’rous  now  like  Wonders  find, 

In  the  fwift  Changes  of  your  Mind. 

But,  C&lin,  if  you  appreueud 
The  Mufe  of  your  incenfed  Friend; 

Nor  wou’d  that  he  record  your  Blame, 
And  make  it  Live ;  repeat  the  fame, 

Again  deceive  him,  and  again, 

And  then  he  fweats  he’ll  not  complain. 
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For  ftill  to  be  deluded  To, 

Is  all  the  Pleafure  Lovers  know. 

Who,  like  good  Faulkners,  take  delight. 

Not  in  the  Quarry,  but  the  Flight. 


Of  SALLEY. 

OF  Jafon,  Thefeus,  and  fuch  Worthies  old, 

Light  feem  the  Tales  Antiquity  has  told. 

Such  Beads  and  Monfters  as  their  Force  oppreit 
Some  Places  only,  and  fome  Times,  infeft. 

Salley  that  (corn’d  all  Pow’r  and  Laws  of  Men, 
Goods  with  their  Owners  hurrying  to  their  Den, 
And  future  Ages  threatning  with  a  Rude 
And  Savage  Race  fucceffively  renew’d. 

Their  King  defpiling  with  Rebellious  Pride, 

And  Foes  profeft  to  all  the  World  beftde: 

ThisPeft  of  Mankind  gives  our  Hera  Fame, 

And  thro’  th’ obliged  World  dilates  his  Name. 

The  Prophet  once  to  cruel  ^Agag  faid, 

As  thy  fierce  Sword  has  Mothers  childlefs  made. 

So  (hall  the  Sword  make  thine;  and  with  that  word 
He  hew’d  the  Man  in  pieces  with  his  Sword. 

Juft  Charles  like  meafure  has  return’d  to  thefe, 
Whofe  Pagan  Hands  had  ftain’d  the  troubled  Seas; 
With  Ships  they  made  thefpoiled  Merchant  mourn. 
With  Ships  their  City  and  themfelves  are  torn. 

One 


£2  Toe  ms  tip  ok  fever  al  Occafiotts 

One  Squadron  of  our  winged  Caftles  lent 
C’er-threw  ihen  Fort,  and  ail  cheii  Navy  rent: 


For  no:  content  the  Dangers  to  iccreafe, 


An  i  art  the  part  of  Tempeils  in  the  Seas, 

Like  hungry  Wolves,  thsfe  Pirats  from  our  Shore 
Whole  Flocks  of  Sheep  and  ravish'd  Cattle  bore; 
Safely  they  might  on  other  Nations  prey, 

Fools  to  provoke  the  Sov’ reign  of  the  Sea: 

Mad  Cocks  lb,  whom  like  ill  Fate  petlwades. 

The  Herd  of  fair  Alcmtnos  Seed  invades; 

Who  for  Revenge,  and  Mortals  glad  Rci.ef, 

Sackt  the  dark  Cave,  and  ciu&’d  that  horrid  Thief. 

Morocco's  Monarch,  wondrmg  at  this  Faff, 

Save  that  his  Pretence  his  Affairs  exact,  . 

Had  come  in  Petfon,  to  have  teen  and  known 
The  injur’d  World’s  Revenger  aao  his  own. 

Hither  he  lend,  the  Cnier  among  ffs  Peers, 

Who  in  his  Batk  ptoporrkia’d  Piefeuts  bear?, 

To  the  Renowu'd  for  Piety  and  Force, 

Poor  Captives  ma,imuiz.d,  and  macchfels  Horfe. 


PUERPERIUM. 


OU  Gods  that  have  the  Pow’r 


i  To  Trouble,  and  Compofe 
All  that’s  beneath  your  Pow’r, 

Calm  Silence  on  the  Seas,  on  Earth  impofe. 


Fair 
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Fair  Venus  in  thy  foft  Arms 
The  God  of  Rage  confine, 

For  thy  Whilpers  are  the  Charms 
Which  only  can  divert  his  fierce  Defign. 

What  tho’  he  frown,  and  to  Tumult  do  incline, 
Thou  the  Flame 

Kindled  in  his  Bread  cand  tame, 

With  that  Snow  which  unmclted  lies  on  thine? 

Great  Goddefs  give  this  thy  Sacred  Ifland  Red, 
Make  Heav’n  fmile. 

That  no  Storm  didurb  us,  while 
Thy  chief  Care,  our  Halcyon,  builds  her  Ned. 

Great  Glorinnn,  Fair  Ghriarut, 

Bright  as  high  Hcav’n  is,  and  fertile  as  Earth, 
Whofe  Beauty  relieves  ns, 

Whofe  Royal  Bed  gives  us 
Both  Glory  and  Peace, 

Our  prefent  Joy,  and  all  our  Hopes  increafe, 

gTf.  jsfe  $£ 


Of 
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Of  a  Lady  who  writ  in  Praife  of  Mira. 


T  S  THik  fhe  pretends  to  make  the  Graces  known 
*  *  Of  matchlefs  Mira,  lhe  reveals  her  own; 
And  when  lhe  wan’d  another’s  Praife  indite. 

Is  by  her  Glafs  inftru&ed  how  to  write. 


To  One  Married  to  an  old  Man. 

Since  thou  wou’dft  needs,  bewitch’d  with  fome  ill 
Bebury’din  thofe  Monumental  Arms:  tchaims’ 
All  we  can  wifli,  is,  May  that  Earth  lie  light 
Upon  thy  tender  Limbs,  and  fo  good  Night. 


To  F  LA  V  I  A.  SONG. 


9  T*  IS  not  your  Beauty  can  ingagc 
A  My  wary  Heart: 

The  Sun,  in  all  his  Pride  and  Rage, 
Has  not  that  Art; 

And  yet  he  Shines  as  Bright  as  you. 
If  Brightness  cou’d  our  Souls  fubdue. 


’Tis  not  the  pretty  Things  you  fay. 

Nor  thofe  you  write, 

W  hich  can  make  dhirfis'  Heart  your  Prey ; 
for  that  Lelight, 


The  \ 


( 
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The  Graces  of  a  well-taught  Mind, 

In  fome  of  our  own  Sex  we  find. 

No  Flavin,  ’tis  your  Love  I  fear  ; 

Love’s  fureft  Darts, 

Thofe  which  fo  feldom  fail  him,  are 
Headed  with  Hearts j 
Their  very  Shadows  make  us  yield, 

Difiemble  well,  and  win  the  Field. 


The  F  A  L  L. 

SEE  how  the  willing  Earth  gave  way, 

To  take  th’  impreflion  where  lhe  lay. 

See  how  the  Mould,  as  loth  to  leave 
So  fweet  a  Burden,  Hill  doth  cleave 
Clofe  to  the  Nymph’s  ftain’d  Garment;  here 
The  coming  Spring  wou’d  firft  appear. 

And  all  this  Place  with  Rofes  ftrow, 

If  bulte  Feet  wou’d  let  them  grow  : 

Here  Venus  fmil’d,  to  fee  blind  Chance 
It  felf,  before  her  Son  advance, 

And  a  fair  Image  to  prefent 
Of  what  the  Boy  fo  long  had  meant : 

’Twas  fuch  a  Chance  as  this  made  all 
The  World  into  this  Order  fall: 


Thus 
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Thus  the  firft  Lovers;  on  the  Clay 
Of  which  they  were  compofed,  lay; 

So  in  their  Prime,  with  equal  Grace, 

Met  the  firft  Patterns  of  our  Race : 

Then  bluih  nor,  Fair,  or  on  him  frown, 
Or  wonder  how  you  both  came  down; 
But  touch  him,  and  he’ll  tremble  ftrait, 
How  cou’d  he  then  fupporr  your  Weight? 
How  cou’d  the  Youth,  alas,  but  bend 
When  his  whole  Heav’n  upon  him  lean’d? 
If  ought  by  him  amifs  were  done, 

’Twas  that  he  let  you  rife  too  foon. 


Of  SILVIA. 


U  R  Sighs  are  heard,  juft  Heav’n  declares 


KJ  TheSenfe  it  has  of  Lovers’  Cares  ; 
She  that  fo  far  the  reft  out-lhin’d, 

Silvia  the  Fair,  while  (he  was  kind. 

As  if  her  Frowns  impair’d  her  Brow, 
Seems  only  not  unhandfome  now: 

So  when  the  Sky  makes  us  endure 
A  Storm,  it  felf  becomes  obfcure. 
Hence  ’tis  that  I  conceal  my  Flame, 
Hiding  from  Flavin's  felf  her  Name, 
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Left  flie,  provoking  Heav’n,  ihou’d  prove 
How  it  rewards  neglefted  Love. 

Better  a  thoufand  fuch  as  I, 

Their  Grief  untold,  iliou’d  pine  and  die. 

Than  her  bright  Morning,  over-caft 
With  fullen Clouds,  ihou’d  be  defac’d. 


The  B  UD  D. 

LAtely  on  yonder  fwelling  Buih, 

Big  with  many  a  coming  R.ofc, 

This  early  Budd  began  to  blufh, 

And  did  but  half  it  felf  difclofe; 

I  pluck’d  it,  tho’  no  better  grown. 

And  now  you  fee  how  full  ’tis  Blown. 

Still  as  I  did  the  Leaves  infpire, 

With  fuch  a  Purple  Light  they  ihone. 

As  if  they  had  been  made  of  Fite, 

And  fpreading  fo,  wou’d  Flame  anon: 
All  that  was  meant,  by  Air  or  Sun 
To  the  young  Flow’r,  my  Breath  has  done. 

If  our  loofe  Breath  fo  mnch  can  do. 

What  may  the  fame  inform’s  of  Love, 

Of  pureft  Love  and  Mufick  too. 

When  FUvi*  it  afpires  to  move: 

F 


When 
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When  that,  which  Life-lefs  Buds  perfwades 
To  Wax  more  foft,  hex  Youth  invades. 


V$on  BEN.  JOHNSON. 

Mirror  of  Poets,  Mirror  of  our  Age! 

Which  her  whole  Face  beholding  on  thy  Stage, 
Pleas’d  and  difpleas’d  with  her  own  Faults,  indures 
A  Remedy  like  thofe  whom  Mufick  cures: 

Thou  haft  alone  thofe  various  Inclinations 
Which  Nature  gives  to  Ages,  Sexes,  Nations: 

So  traced  with  thy  All-refernbling  Ten 
That  what  e’er  Cuftom  has  impos’d  on  Men, 

Or  ill-got  Habit,  which  deforms  them  fo. 

That  fcarce  a  Brother  can  his  Brother  know. 

Is  reprefen'.ed  to  the  wonfl’ring  Eyes 
Of  all  that  fee  or  read  thy  Comedies  : 

Who  ever  in  thole  Glaffes  looks,  may  find 
The  Spots  return’d,  or  Graces  of  his  Mind: 

And  by  the  help  of  fo  Divine  an  Arc 
At  leifure  view  and  drefs  his  Nobler  Part. 

Nareijfus  cozen’d  by  that  flatt’ring  Well, 

Which  nothing  cou’d  but  of  his  Beauty  tell, 

Kad  here,  difccv’ring  the  deform’d  Eftate 
Of  his  fond  Mind,  preferv’d  himfelf  with  Hate ; 
But  Virtue  too,  as  well  as  Vice,  is  clad 
In  Flefn  and  Blood  fo  well,  that  Pluto  had 

Beheld, 
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Beheld,  what  his  high  Fancy  once  embrac’d, 
Virtue  with  Colours,  Speech,  and  Motion  grac’d. 
The  fundry  Pollutes  of  thy  Copious  Mufe 
Who  wou’d  exprefs,  a  thoufand  Tongues  muftufe; 
Whofe  Fate’s  no  lefs  peculiar  than  thy  Alt, 

For  as  thou  cou’dtl  all  Chara&ers  impart. 

So  none  cou’d  render  thine,  who  ftill  efcap’ft 
Like  Proteus  in  variety  of  Shapes  : 

Who  was,  nor  this,  nor  that,  but  all  we  find. 

And  all  we  can  imagine  in  Mankind. 


To  Mr.  George  Sands,  on  his  Tranflation 


of fome  Paris  of  the  BIBLE. 

/ 

O  W  bold  a  Work  attempts  that  Pen, 


JL  JL  Which  wou’d  inrich  our  Vulgar  Tongue 
With  the  high  Raptures  of  thofe  Men, 

Who  here  with  the  fame  Spiiit  fung. 
Wherewith  they  now  affill  the  Quire 
Of  Angels,  who  their  Songs  admire? 

• 

What  ever  thefe  infpired  Souls 
Were  urged  to  exprefs,  did  ihake 
The  aged  Deep,  and  both  the  Poles  ; 

Their  num’rous  Thunder  cou’d  awake 
Dull  Earth,  which  does  with  Heav’n  confent 
To  all  they  Wrote,  and  all  they  Meant. 


F  2 


Say> 
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Say,  Sacred  Bard,  what  cou’d  fceftow 
Courage  on  thee,  to  foar  fo  high- 
Tell  me,  brave  Friend,  wnac  help’d  thee  fo 
To  male  off  all  Mortality: 

To  light  ths  Torch,  thou  haft  climb’d  hiah’i 
Than  he  who  fteie  Celcftial  Fire. 


Chloris  and  HiliS.  Made  to  a  Sarahan, 
Chit.  '  IUs,  oh  HiUs,  why  fit  we  mute, 


■L  -a  Sow  that  each  Bird  laluceta  the  Spring? 
Wind  up  the  fiacken’d  Strings  of  thy  Lute, 

Kcver  canft  thou  wane  Matter  to  fing: 

For  Lore  thy  Ereait  doth  fi.i  with  Inch  a  Fire, 
That  whatfce'ei  is  Fair  mores  thy  Defire. 


FI  I  Lt  0  • 


Siveeteft  you  know,  the  ri-eetelt  of  things. 

Of  various  Fiow’rs  the  Bees  do  compofe. 
Ter  no  particular  Tafie  it  brings 

Of  Violet,  Woodbind,  Pink  or  Rofe : 

So  Love  the  Refult  is  of  ail  the  Graces 
Which  now  from  a  theufand  feveral  Faces. 


C  H  L  0  7^1  S. 

UiUs,  the  Birds  which  chan:  in  this  Grove, 


Con’d  we  but  knew  the  Language  they  nfe, 
They  roll  icftruct  us  better  in  Love, 

And  reprehend  thy  inconffam  Mule : 
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Foi  Lave  their  Breafts  does  fill  with  fuch  a  Fire, 
That  what  they  once  do  chufe,  bounds  thcii  defire. 
H  r  l  S. 

Chlorii,  this  change  the  Birds  do  approve. 

Which  the  warm  Seafon  hither  does  bring; 
Time  from  your  felf  does  further  remove 

You,  than  the  W  inter  from  the  gay  Spring. 
She  that  like  Lightning  firin' d  while  her  Face  lafted, 
TheOak  now  refembies  which  Lightning  hath  blafted. 


JJnder  a  Lady's  Pidiure. 

^Uch  Hellen  was;  and  who  can  blame  the  Boy 
That  in  fo  bright  a  Flame  confum’d  his  Troy? 
But  had  like  Virtue  ihin’d  in  that  fait  Greeks, 

The  am’rous  Shepherd  had  not  dat’d  to  feek. 

Or  hope  for  Pity,  but  with  filent  Moan, 

And  better  Fate,  had  Periihed  alone. 


In  Anfwer  of  Sir  John  S  v  c  k  l  i  n  g9s 
Uerfes ,  againft  Fruition. 

CON. 

CTVty  here ,  fond  Touth,  and  asf  no  more,  he  wife, 

*“*  Knowing  toe  much ,  long  fincc  lofl  Faradife. 

p  %  o. 

And  by  your  Knowledge  vve  ihou’d  be  bereft 
Of  all  that  Paradife  which  yet  is  left. 

F  3 
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The  Virtuous  "Joys  Ihost  haft,  thou  vjou'dft  ftsou'd  ftill 
Laft  in  their  Pride  ;  and  mouddft  not  take  it  lit 
If  ruddy  from  fn-eet  Dreams,  and  for  a  Toy, 

Thou’rt  tealfd  i  He  wakes  himfelf  that  does  enjoy. 
PRO. 

How  can  the  Joy  oi  Hope  which  you  allow 
Be  ftiled  Virtuous,  and  the  End  not  fo  ? 

Talk  in  your  Sleep,  and  Shadows  ftill  Admire. 
’Tis  true,  he  wakes  that  feels  this  real  Fite, 

But  to  Sleep  better ;  for  who  e’er  drinks  deep 
Cf  this  Nepenthe,  rocks  himfelf  afleep. 

CON. 

P tuition  adds  no  nem  Wealth,  but  defrays, 

And  rehile  it  pleafeth  much,  yet  ftill  it  cloys  : 

Who  thinks  he  fhou’d  be  happier  made  for  that. 

As  reasonably  might  hope  be  might  grow  Fat 
By  Eating  to  a  Surfeit ;  this  once  paft. 

What  re  lift,  es  ?  Even  Kjjfes  lofe  their  Tafte. 

P  \0. 

BlelTings  may  be  repeated,  while  they  cloy, 

But  lhall  we  ftarve,  caufe  Surfeitings  deft  toy? 

And  if  Fruition  did  the  Tafte  impair 
Of  Kilfes,  why  fiiou’d  yonder  happy  Pair, 

Whofe  Joys  juft  Hymen  warrants  all  the  Night, 
Confumc  the  Day  too  in  this  lefs  Delight  ? 
CON. 

V  rge  not  ’tis  neceffary ;  alas !  me  knom 
The  homelieft  thing  that  Mankind  does,  is  fo. 
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The  World  is  of  a  targe  Extent  we  fee, 
x. And  mnfl  he  Peopled,  Children  there  mufl  be. 

So  mitfi  Bread  too  ;  hut  fince  there  are  enough 
Born  to  that  Drudgery,  what  need  ire  Plough  ? 

P 

Ineed  not  Plough,  fince  what  the  Hooping  Hind 
Gets  of  my  pregnant  Land,  muft  all  be  mine: 

But  in  this  nobler  Tillage  ’tis  not  fo ; 

For  when  Anchifes  did  fair  Venus  know, 

What  Int’reft  had  poor  Vulcan  in  the  Boy, 

Famous  e/Encas,  cr  the  prefent  Joy  ? 

CON. 

Women  enjoy'd,  what  e’er  before  they've  been. 

Are  like  Tjomances  read ,  or  Scenes  once  feen  : 
fruition  dulls,  or  fpoils  the  Play  much  more 
Than  if  one  read,  or  knew,  the  Piot  before. 

P  \  0. 

Plays  and  Romances  read,  and  feen,  do  fall 
In  our  Opinions;  yet  not  feen  at  all 
Whom  wou’d  they  pleafe?  To  an  Heroick  Tale 
Wou’d  you  not  liften,  left  it  ihou’d  gtow  ftale  1 
CON. 

'Tis  Expeffation  makes  a  Blejfmg  dear, 

Heav’n  were  not  Heav’n,  tf  vee  knew  what  it  were. 

P  \0. 

If  ’twere  not  Heav’n  if  we  knew  what  it  were, 
’Twcm’d  not  be  Heav’n  to  thofe  that  now  at*  there. 

F  4 


CON. 
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CON. 

^4nd  as  in  Profpecls  rvi  are  there  pleas'd  moft. 
Where  fomething  keeps  the  Eye  from  being  loft, 

». And  leaves  us  room  to  guefs ;  fo  here  %eftraint 
Helds  up  Delight ,  that  with  Excefs  nest'd  faint. 

P  \0. 

Reftraint  pieferves  the  Pleafure  we  have  got, 
But  he  ne’er  has  it,  that  enjoys  it  not. 

In  goodly  Profpe&s  who  contrails  the  Space, 

Or  takes  not  all  the  Beauty  of  the  Place  ? 

We  wilh  remov’d  what  ftandeth  in  our  Light, 
And  Nature  blame  for  limiting  our  Sight, 
Where  you  Hand  wifely  winking,  that  the  View 
Of  the  fair  Profpeit  may  be  always  new. 

C  O  N. 

They  who  knew  all  the  Wealth  they  have,  are  Ptor : 
He's  only  Tgch  that  cannot  tell  his  Store. 

P  \0. 

Not  he  that  knows  the  Wealth  he  has  is  Poor, 
But  he  that  dares  not  touch,  nor  ufe  his  Store. 


To  a  triend ,  of  the  different  Suecefs  of 
their  Loves. 

r  I  ’Hrice  happy  Pair,  of  whom  we  cannot  know 
Which  firft  began  to  love,  or  loves  moft  now  1 
Fair  courfe  of  Pafiion  where  two  Lovers  ftart, 

And  run  together,  Heart  ftill  yoakt  with  Heart ! 

Succefsfu] 
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Succefsful  Youth,  whom  Love  has  taught  the  way 
To  be  victorious  in  the  firft  Eftay ! 

Sure  Love’s  an  Art  bell  praftifed  at  firft, 

And  where  th’experienced  ftill  profper  worft; 

I,  with  a  dift ’rent  Fate,  purfu’d  in  vain 
Tlie  haughty  Cxlia,  ’till  my  juft  Difdain 
Of  het  NegleCt,  above  that  Pafiion  born, 

Did  Pride  to  Pride  oppofe,  and  Scorn  to  Scorn; 
Now  lhe  relents,  and  all  too  late  to  move 
A  Heart  directed  to  a  Nobler  Love  : 

The  Scales  are  turn’d,  her  Kindnefs  weighs  no  mote 
Now,  than  my  Vows  and  Service  did  before. 

So  in  fqme  well- wrought  Hangings  you  may  fee 
How  ijettor  leads,  and  how  the  Grecians  flee; 

Here  the  fierce  Mars  his  Courage  la  infpires, 

That  with  bold  Hands  the  ^Argive  Fleet  he  fires  ; 
Bwt  there  from  Heav’n  the  blue-ey’d  Virgin  falls, 
And  frighted  Troy  retires  within  her  Walls. 

They  thac  are  foremoft  rn  that  bloody  Race 
Turn  Head  anon,  and  give  the  Conqu’rors  Chafe; 

So  like  the  Chances  are  of  Love  and  War, 

That  they  alone  in  this  diftinguilh’d  are; 

In  Love  the  Victors  from  the  Vanquilh’d  fly, 

They  Ely  thac  Wound,  and  they  Furfue  thac  Die. 
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y.‘:  Apology  fur  having  Loz'd  before. 

THEY  that  never  had  the  ufe 
Of  the  Grape’s  fnrprizing  Juice, 

To  the  frft  delicious  Cup 
All  r heir  Reafon  render  up: 

Keithei  do,  nor  care  to  knew, 

Whether  it  be  heft  or  no. 


So  they  that  are  to  Lore  inclin’d. 

Sway’d  by  Chance,  no:  Choice  or  Art 
To  the  firfi  that’s  Fair  o:  Line, 

Make  a  Prefect  ef  their  Heart  : 

5Tis  cor  ihe  that  £ril  se  Lore, 

But  whetn  Dying  ve  approve. 

To  Man  that  was  i’th’  Evening  made, 
Stats  gave  the  nifi  Deng  he ; 

Admiring  in  the  gloomy  Shade, 

Thole  httle  Drops  of  Light. 

Then  at  ^inrera,  whofe  fair  Hand 
B.emov’d  them  from  the  Skies, 

He  gazing  to-’rd  the  Es. }  d:d  hand, 

Sne  enterrain’d  his  Eyes. 


But 
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But  when  the  bright  Sun  did  appear. 

All  thofc  he  did  defpife. 

His  Wonder  was  determin’d  there, 

And  cou’d  no  higher  rife; 

He  neither  might,  nor  wilh’d  to  know 
A  more  refulgent  Light.* 

For  that  (as  mine  your  Beauties  now) 
Imploy’d  his  utmoft  Sight. 


To  Z  E  L  I  N  D  A. 

FAireft  Piece  of  well-form’d  Earth, 

Urge  not  thus  your  haughty  Birth  : 

The  Pow’r  which  you  have  o’er  us,  lyes 
Not  in  your  Race,  but  in  your  Eyes: 

None  but  a  Prince !  Alas,  that  Voice 
Confines  you  to  a  narrow  Choice! 

Shou’d  yon  no  Honey  vow  to  tafte. 

But  what  the  Mafter-Bees  have  plac’d 
In  Compafs  of  their  Cells,  how  fmall 
A  Portion  to  your  flia;e  wou’d  fall  ? 

Nor  till  appear  among  thofe  few. 

Worthy  the  Stock  from  whence  they  grew: 

The  Sap  which  at  the  Root  is  bred 

L11  Trees,  thro’  all  the  Boughs  is  fpread; 

But  Virtues  which  in  Parents  ihine, 

Make  not  like  Pro'grefs  thro’  the  Line. 

’Tis 
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’Tis  nor  ftom  whom,  but  where  we  Lives 
The  Place  does  oft  thole  Graces  give: 

Great  Julius  on  the  Mountains  bred, 

A  Flock  perhaps,  or  Herd,  had  led. 

He  that  the  orld  fubdu’d,  had  been 
Eut  the  beft  Wrcftler  on  the  Green. 

’Tis  Art  and  Knowledge  which  draw  forth 
The  hidden  Seeds  of  Native  Worths 
They  blow  thofe  Sparks,  and  make  them  rife 
Into  fuch  Flames  as  touch  the  Skies. 

To  the  old  Hertes  hence  was  giv’n 
A  Pedigree  whicli  reach’d  to  Heav’n; 

Of  mortal  Seed  they  were  not  held, 

Which  other  Mortals  fo  excell’d : 

And  Beatify  too  in  fuch  Excefs 
As  your’s,  Zelinda,  claims  no  lefs. 

Smile  but  on  me,  and  you  lhall  fcorn 
Henceforth  to  be  of  Princes  born. 

I  can  defcribe  the  Shady  Grove 

Where  your  lov’d  Morher  flept  with  Jtvt, 

And  yet  ertcufe  the  faultlefs  Dame, 

Caugnt  with  her  Spoufe’s  Shape  and  Name 5 
Thy  Matchlefs  Form  will  Credit  bring 
To  all  the  Wonders  1  lhall  Sing. 
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o  N 

Mr.  John  Fletcher’;  Plays. 

F Letcher,  to  thee  we  do  not  only  owe 

All  our  good  Plays,  but  all  thofe  other  too  3 
Thy  Wit  repeated,  does  fupport  the  Stage, 

Credits  the  laft,  and  entertaiHs  this  Age, 

No  Worthies  form’d  by  any  Mufe  but  thine 
Cou’d  purchafe Robes,  to  make  themfelves  fo  fine- 
What  brave  Commander  is  not  proud,  to  fee 
Thy  brave  MeUntius  in  his  Gallantry? 

Our  greateft  Ladies  love  to  fee  their  Scorn 
Out-done  by  thine,  in  what  themfelves  have  worn; 
Th’ impatient  Widow,  e’er  the  Year  be  done, 

Sees  thy  ^dfpafia  weeping  in  her  Gown. 

I  never  yet  the  Tragick  Strain  aftay’d, 

Deterr’d  by  that  inimitable  Maid. 

And  when  I  venture  at  the  Comick  Stile, 

Thy  Scornful  Lady  feems  to  mock  my  Toil. 

Thus  has  thy  Mufe  at  once  improv’d  and  marr’di 
Our  port  in  Plays,  by  rend’ring  it  too  hard; 

So  when  a  fort  of  lufty  Shepherds  throw 
The  Bar  by  turns,  and  none  the  reft  out-go 
So  far,  but  that  the  beft  are  meas’ring  Cafts, 

Their  Emulation,  and  their  Paftime  lafts; 

But  if  fome  Brawny  Yeoman  of  the  Guard 
Step  in,  and  tofs  the  Axle-Tree  a  Yard, 
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Or  more,  beyond  the  furtheft  Mark,  the  reft 
Defpairing  ftand,  their  Sport  is  at  the  beft. 


To  C  H  L  O  R  I  S. 

CHleris,  fince  firft  our  Calm  of  Peace 

Was  frighted  hence,  this  good  we  find, 
Tour  Favours  with  your  Fears  encreafe. 

And  growing  Mifchiefs  make  you  kind. 

So  the  fair  Tree,  which  ftill  preferves 

Her  Fruit  and  Mate,  while  no  Wind  blows, 
In  Storms  from  that  Uprightnefs  fwerves, 

And  the  glad  Earth  about  her  ftrows 
With  Treafure  from  her  yielding  Boughs. 


To  Mrs.  Braughton,  Servant  to 
Sacharissa. 

FAIR  Fellow-Servant,  may  your  gentle  Eat 
Prove  more  propitious  to  my  flighted  Care, 
Than  the  bright  Dame’s  we  fetve;  for  her  Relief 
(Vext  with  the  long  Expreflions  of  my  Grief) 
Receive  thefe  Plaints;  nor  will  her  high  Difdain 
Forbid  my  humble  Mufe  to  court  her  Train. 

Thy 
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Thy  skilful  Hand  contiibutes  to  our  Woe, 

And  whets  thofe  Arrows  which  confound  us  fo  ? 

A  thoufand  Cupids  in  thofe  Curls  do  fit, 

Thofe  curious  Nets  thy  Gender  Fingers  knit: 

The  Graces  put  not  more  exaftly  on 
Th’  Attire  of  Venus,  when  the  Bali  the  won, 

Than  that  young  Beauty  by  thy  Care  is  dreft, 
When  all  our  Youth  prefers  her  to  the  reft. 

Yob  the  foft  Season  know,  when  beft  her  Mind 
May  be  to  Pity  or  to  Love  inclin’d ; 

In  fome  well-chofen  Hour  fupply  his  Fear, 

Whofe  hopelefs  Love  durft  never  tempt  the  Ear 
Of  that  Stern  Goddefs  :  You  (her  Prieft)  declare 
What  Off’rings  may  propitiate  the  Fair, 

Rich  Orient  Pearl,  bright  Stones  that  ne’er  decay, 
Or  polifh’d  Lines  which  longer  laft  than  they. 

For  if  I  thought  lhe  took  Delight  in  thole, 

To  where  the  chearful  Morn  does  firft  di'clofe, 

(The  flrady  Night  removing  with  her  Beams) 
Wing’d  with  bold  Love,  I'd  fly  to  fetch  fuch  Gems. 
But  fince  her  Eyes,  her  Teeth,  her  Lips  excel 
All  that  is  found  in  Mines  or  Fiihe’s  Shells} 

Her  nobler  Tart  as  fat  exceeding  thefe, 

None  but  Immortal  Gifts  her  Mind  fltou’d  pleafe : 
The  Brining  Jewels  Greece  and  Troy  bellow'd 
On  Spsrta's  Queen,  her  lovely  Neck  did  load, 

And  fnowy  Wrifts ;  but  when  the  Town  was  burn’ d, 
Thofe  fading  Glories  were  to  Allies  turn’d} 


Her 
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Her  Beauty  too  had  peiiih’d,  and  her  Fame, 

Had  not  the  Mule  redeem’d  them  from1  the  Flame. 


To  Sir  William  D’ Avenant,  upon  hisTvjo 
Firft  Books  of  Gondibert,  before  his 
Voyage  to  America,  Written  in  France. 

THus  the  wife  Nightingale,  that  leaves  her  home, 
Her  native  Wood,  when  Storms  and  Winter 
Furfuing  conftantly  the  chearful  Spring,  [come, 
To  Foreign  Groves  does  her  old  Mufick  bring. 

The  drooping  Hebrew's  baniih’d  Harps  unftrung 
At  Babylon,  upon  the  Willows  hung; 

Tour’s  founds  aloud,  and  tells  us  you  excel 
No  lefs  in  Courage,  than  in  Singing  well ; 

While  unconcern’d  you  let  ycur  Country  know, 
They  have  impovetiih’d  themfelves,  not  you; 

Who  with  the  Mufe’s  help  can  mock  thofc  Fates 
Which  threaten  Kingdoms,  and  diforder  States. 

So  Cvid,  when  from  Cafar's  Rage  he  fled. 

The  %oman  Mufe  to  Pontus  with  him  led; 

Where  he  fo  lung,  that  we,  thro  Pity’s  Glafs, 

See  Nero  milder  than  A#gt:flus  was. 

Hereafter  fuch  in  thy  behalf  ihall  be 
Th’  indulgent  Cenfure'of  Pofterity. 

To  banilh  thole  who  with  fuch  Art  can  Sing, 

Is  a  rode  Crime  which  its  own  Curfe  doth  bring: 

Ages 
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Ages  to  come  Ihall  ne’er  know  how  they  fought. 
Nor  how  to  Love  their  prelent  Youth  be  taught. 
This  to  thy  felf.  Now  to  thy  matchlefs  Book, 
Wherein  thofe  few  that  can  with  Judgment  look. 
May  find  old  Love  in  pure  frefti  Language  told. 
Like  new-ftampt  Coin  made  out  of  Angel-gold. 
Such  Truth  in  Love  as  th’ antique  World  did  know. 
In  fuch  a  Stile  as  Courts  may  boaft  of  now. 

Which  no  bold  Tales  of  Gods  or  Monfters  fwell. 
But  human  Fafiions,  fuch  as  with  us  dwell. 

Man  is  thy  Theme,  his  Virtue  or  his  Rage 
Drawn  to  the  Life  in  each  "lab’rate  Page, 

Mars  and  Belltna  are  not  named  here; 

But  fuch  a  Gondibirt  as  both  might  fear. 

Venus  have  here,  and  Hebe  been  out-lhin'd. 

By  thy  bright  Birtha,  and  thy  %hodalind. 

Such  is  thy  happy  Skill,  and  fuch  the  odds 
Betwixt  thy  Worthies  and  the  Grecian  God sJ 
Whofe  Deities  in  vain  had  here  come  down, 
Where  Mortal  Beauty  wears  the  Sov’raign  Crown 5 
Such  as  ofFleih  compos’d,  by  Flelh  and  Blood, 
Though  not  refilled,  may  be  underftood. 
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To  my  lf/ orthy  Friend  Afr.  W  A  S  E,  the 
Tranflator  of  Grati  us, 

THUS,  by  the  Mufick,  we  may  know 
When  Noble  wits  a  Hunting  go, 

Through  Groves  that  on  Tarnajfus  grow. 

i 

The  Mufes  all  the  Chafe  adore, 

My  Friend  on  Pegafus  is  born. 

And  Young  -Apdh  winds  the  Horn. 

Having  old  Gratitts  in  the  Wind 
No  pack  of  Criricks  e’er  cou’d  find. 

Or  he  know  more  of  his  own  Mind. 

Here  Huntfmen  with  Delight  may  read 
How  to  chufe  Dogs  for  Scent  or  Speed, 

And  how  to  change  or  mend  the  Breed. 

What  Arms  to  ufe,  or  Nets  to  frame, 

Wild  Beafts  to  Combat,  or  to  Tame, 

With  all  the  Myft’ries  of  that  Game. 

But,  worthy  Friend,  the  ^ace  of  War 
In  ancient  Times,  doth  differ  far 
From  what  our  Fiery  Battels  are. 
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Nor  is  it  like  (fince  Powder  known) 

That  Man,  fo  Cruel  to  his  own, 

Shou’d  fpare  the  Race  of  Beafts  alone. 

fJo  Quarter  now,  but  with  the  Gun, 

Men  wait  in  Trees  from  Sun  to  Sun, 

And  all  is  in  a  Moment  done. 

And  therefore  we  expeft  your  next 
Shou'd  be  no  Comment  but  a  Text, 

To  tell  how  Modern  Beafts  are  vext. 

Thus  wou’d  I  further  yet  engage 
Your  gentle  Mufe,  to  court  the  Age 
With  fomewnat  of  your  proper  Rage. 

Since  none  does  more  to  Phccbus  owe, 

Or  in  more  Languages  can  fhow 
Thofo  Arts,  which  you  fo  early  know. 


To  my  Lady  Morton  on  New-years- 
day,  i6yo.  at  the  Louvre  in  Paris. 


Madam, 


NE  W-years  may  well  expeft  to  find 

Welcome  from  you,  to  whom  they  are  fo  kind » 
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Still  as  they  pafs  they  couit  and  fmile  on  you, 

And  make  your  Beauty,  as  themfelves  feem,  new: 
To  the  fair  VilUrs  we  Dalkeith  prefer. 

And  faireft  Morton  now  as  much  to  her  : 

So,  like  the  Sun’s  Advance,  your  Titles  Ihow, 
Which,  as  he  rifes,  does  the  warmer  grow. 

But  thus  to  ftyle  you  Fair,  your  Sex’s  Praife, 
Gives  you  but  Myrtle,  who  may  challenge  Bays: 
From  armed  Foes  to  bring  a  Royal  Prize, 

Shews  your  brave  Heart  vi&orious,  as  your  Eyes; 

If  Judith  marching  with  the  Gen’ral’s  Head, 

Can  give  us  f’aflion  when  her  Story’s  read, 

What  may  the  Living  do,  which  brought  away 
T  ho’  a  lefs  Bloody,  yet  a  nobler  Prey  i 
Who  from  out  flaming  Troy,  with  a  bold  Hand 
Snatch’d  her  fair  Charge,  the  Princefs,  like  a  Brand, 
A  Brand  preferv’d  to  warm  fome  Prince’s  Heart, 
And  make  whole  Kingdoms  rake  her  Bro:  her’s  Part. 

So  Venus,  from  prevailing  Gre'ks,  did  fluowd 
The  Hope  of  T{ome,  and  fav’d  him  in  a  Cloud. 
This  gallant  Adi:  may  cancel  all  our  Rage, 

Begin  a  better,  and  abfolve  this  Age. 

Dark  Shades  become  the  Portraidt  of  our  time. 
Here  weeps  Misfortune,  and  there  triumphs  Crime, 
Let  him  that  draws  it  hide  the  reft  in  Night, 

This  Portion  only  may  endure  the  Light, 


Where 
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Where  the  kind  Nymph  changing  her  faultlefs  Shape 
Becomes  unhandfome,  handfomly  to  fcape, 

When  thro’  the  Guards,  the  River  and  the  Sea, 
Faith,  Beauty,  Wit  and  Courage,  made  their  way. 

As  the  brave  Eagle  does  with  Sorrow  fee 
The  Foreft  wafted,  and  that  lofty  Tree 
Which  holds  her  Neft  about  to  be  o’erthrown, 
Before  the  Feathers  cf  her  Young  are  grown. 

She  will  not  leave  them,  nor  lhe  cannot  ftay. 

But  bears  them  boldly  on  her  Wings  away : 

So  fled  the  Dame,  and  o’er  the  Ocean  bore 
Her  Princely  Burthen  to  the  Gallicl^Shore. 

Born  in  the  Storms  of  War,  this  Royal  Fair, 
(Produc’d  like  Light’ning  in  tempeftuous  Air,') 
Tho’  now  lhe  flies  her  Native  Hie,  lefs  kind, 

Lefs  fafe  for  her,  than  either  Sea  or  Wind, 

Shall,  when  the  liloflom  of  her  Beauty’s  blown, 
See  her  great  Brother  on  the  ‘Britifh  Throne, 
Where  Peace  fhall  fmile,  and  no  Difpute  aril'e. 

But  which  Rules  moft,  his  Scepter,  or  her  Eyes. 


To  a  Fair  Lady  playing  with  a  Snake. 

STrange,  that  fuch  Horror  and  fuch  Grace 
Shou’d  dwell  together  in  one  Place, 

'  A  Fury’s  Arm,  a.n  Angel’s  Face! 

’Tis 
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’Tis  Innocence,  and  Youth,  which  makes 
In  Chinns’  Fancy  fuch  Miftakes, 

To  ldait  at  Love,  and  play  with  Snakes. 

By  this  and  by  her  Coldnefs  bail’d, 

Her  Servants  have  a  Task  too  hard, 

The  Tyrant  has  a  double  Guard. 

Thrice  happy  Snake,  that  in  her  Sleeve 
May  boldly  creep,  we  dare  not  give 
Our  Thoughts  fo  unconSn’d  a  leave : 

Contented  in  a  Neft  of  Snow 
He  lies,  as  he  his  Blifs  did  know, 

And  to  the  Wood  no  more  wou’d  go. 

Take  heed,  fair  Evt,  you  do  nor  make 
Another  Tempter  of  this  Snake ; 

A  Marble  one  fo  warm’d  wou’d  fpeak. 


The  NIGHT-PIECE,  or  a  Pidlurs 
drawn  in  the  Dark. 

DArknefs,  which  faireft  Nymphs  difarms, 
Defends  us  ill  from  Mira's  Charms  j 
Mira  can  lay  her  Beauty  by. 

Take  no  Advantage  of  the  Eye, 

Quit 
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Quit  all  that  Lely' s  Art  can  take,  / 

And  yet  a  thoufand  Captives  make. 

Her  Speech  is  grac’d  with  fweeter  Sound, 

Than  in  another’s  Song  is  found, 

And  all  her  well- plac’d  Words  are  Darts, 

Which  need  no  Light  to  reach  our  Hearts. 

As  the  bright  Stars  and  Milky  Way, 

Show  d  by  the  Night,  are  hid  by  Day, 

So  we,  in  that  accompliih’d  Mind, 

Helpt  by  the  Night,  new  Graces  find. 

Which  by  the  Splendor  of  her  view 
Dazi’d  before  we  never  knew . 

While  we  converfe  with  her,  we  Mark 
No  want  of  Day,  nor  think  it  Dark; 

Her  fltining  Image  is  a  Light 

Fixt  in  our  Hearts,  and  conquers  Night. 

Like  Jewels  to  Advantage  fet. 

Her  Beauty  by  the  Shads  does  get; 

There,  Blulhes,  Frowns,  and  cold  Difdain, 

All,  that  our  Pafixon  might  reftrain. 

Is  hid,  and  our  indulgent  Mind 
Prefcnts  the  fair  Idea  kind. 

Tet  friended  by  the  Night,  we  dare. 

Only  in  Whifpers,  tell  our  Care ; 

He  that  on  her  his  bold  Hand  lays 
With  Cupid's  pointed  Arrows  plays; 

They,  with  a  touch,  they  are  fo  keen. 

Wound  us  unlit  at,  and  She  unfeen; 

AM 
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All  near  Approaches  threaten  Death, 

We  may  be  ftipwrackt  by  her  Breath. 

Love  favour’d  once,  with  that  fweet  Gale, 
Doubles  his  Hade,  and  fills  his  Sail, 

Till  he  arrive,  where  ihe  muft  prove 
The  Haven,  or  the  Rock  of  Love. 

So  we  th’^fr  tbiau  Coafi  do  know 
At  diftance,  when  the  Spices  blow. 

By  the  rich  Odour  taught  to  deer, 

Tho’  neither  Day  nor  Stars  appear. 

To  Mr'.  Henry  Lawes,  who  had 
then  newly  fet  a  Song  of  mine  in  the 
Tear  1635". 

Erfe  makes  Heroick  Virtue  live. 


y  But  you  can  Life  to  Vetfes  give. 

As  when  in  open  Air  we  blow, 

The  Breath  (tho’  drain'd)  founds  flat  and  low: 
But  if  a  Trumpet  take  the  Blaft, 

It  lifts  it  high,  and  makes  it  laft ; 

So  in  your  Ayrs  our  Numbers  dreft 
Make  a  fluill  Sally  from  the  5  read: 

Of  Nymphs,  who  Singing  what  we  Pen’d, 

Our  Paiflons  to  themfelves  commend. 

While  Love  Viftorious  with  thy  Art, 

Governs  at  once  their  Voice  and  Heart. 

You,  by  the  help  of  Tune  and  Time, 

Can  make  that  Song  which  was  but  Rhimc. 


N»y 
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Ney  pleading,  no  Man  doubts  the  Caufc, 

Or  queftions  Verfcs  fet  by  Lanes. 

As  a  Church- window,  thick  with  Paint, 

Lets  in  a  Light  but  dim  and  taint ; 

So  others,  with  Divtfion,  hide 
The  Light  of  Senfe,  the  Poet’s  Pride; 

But  you  alone  may  truly  boaft 
That  not  a  Syllable  is  loft; 

The  Writer’s,  and  the  Setter’s,  Skill 
At  once  the  Raviftr’d  Ears  do  fill. 

Let  thofe  which  only  warble  long. 

And  gargle  in  their  Throats  a  Song, 

Content  themfelves  with  VT,  \E,  Ml , 

Let  Words  and  Senfe  be  let  by  thee. 


A  Tunegyrick  to  my  Lord  Protcdtor,  of 
the  prefect  Greatnefs  and  joint  Inter efi 
of  his  Highnefs  and  this  Nation . 

In  the  Year  165-4. 

WHile  with  a  ftrong,  and  yet  a  gentle  Hand 
Y ou  bridle  F a£lion,and  ou  r  Hearts  command, 
Brotefi:  us  from  our  ielves,  and  from  the  Foe, 

Make  11s  unite,  and  make  us  conquer  too: 

Let  partial  Spirits  ftill  aloud  complain, 

Think  themfelves  injur’d  that  they  cannot  Reign, 

G  And 
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And  own  no  Liberty,  but  where  they  may 
Without  Controul  upon  their  Fellows  prey. 

Above  the  Waves  as  Neptune  Ihew’d  his  Face 
To  chide  the  Winds,  and  fave  the  Trojan  Race; 
So  has  your  Highnefs,  rais’d  above  the  reft. 
Storms  of  Ambition  tolling  us  repreft. 

Your  drooping  Country,  torn  with  Civil  Hate, 
Reftor’d  by  you,  is  made  a  Glorious  State; 

The  Seat  of  Empire,  where  the  Irijh  come. 

And  the  unwilling  Scotch ,  to  fetch  their  Doom. 

The  Sea’s  our  own,  and  now  all  Nations  greet, 
With  bending  Sails,  each  Veffel  of  our  Fleer. 
Your  Pow’r  extends  as  far  as  Winds  can  blow. 

Or  fwelling  Sails  upon  the  Globe  may  go. 

Heav’n,  that  hath  plac’d  this  Ifland  to  give  Law, 
To  balance  Europe,  and  her  States  to  awe, 

In  this  Conjunction  doth  on  Britain  fmile; 

The  greateft  Leader,  and  the  greateft  Ifle. 

Whether  this  Portion  of  the  World  were  rent 
By  the  rude  Ocean  from  the  Continent, 

Or  thus  created,  it  was  fure  defign’d 

To  be  the  facred  Refuge  of  Mankind, 


Hither 
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Hither  th’  Opprefled  ihall  henceforth  refort 
Juftice  to  crave,  and  Succour  at  your  Court; 

And  then  your  Highnefs,  not  for  our’s  alone. 

But  for  the  World’s  Prote&or  ihall  be  known. 

Fame  fwifter  than  your  winged  Navy  flies 
Thro’ ev’ry  Land  that  near  the  Ocean  lies, 
Sounding  your  Name,  and  telling  dreadful  News 
To  all  that  Piracy  and  Rapine  ufe. 

With  luch  a  Chief  the  meaneft  Nation  bleft. 

Might  hope  to  lift  her  Head  above  the  reft: 

What  may  be  thought  impoffible  to  do 
By  us,  embraced  by  the  Seas,  and  you ! 

Lords  of  the  World’s  great  Wafte,  the  Ocean,  w« 
Whole  Forefts  fend  to  reign  upon  the  Sea, 

And  ev  ry  Coaft  may  trounle  or  relieve; 

But  none  can  vifit  us  without  your  leave. 

Angels  and  we  have  this  Prerogative, 

That  none  can  at  our  happy  Seats  arrive; 

While  we  defcend  at  Pleafure  to  invade 
The  Bad  with  Vengeance,  and  the  Good  to  aid. 

Our  little  World,  the  Image  of  the  Great, 

Like  that,  amidft  the  boundlefs  Ocean  fet, 
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Of  her  own  Growth  hath  all  that  Nature  craves. 
And  all  that’s  rare,  as  Tributefrom  the  Waves. 

As  <s£gypt  does  not  on  the  Clouds  relie, 

But  to  the  Nile  owes  more  than  to  the  Sky; 

So  what  our  Earth  and  what  our  Heav’n  denies. 
Our  ever-conftant  Friend,  the  Sea,  fupplies. 

The  Tafte  of  hot  ^Arabia's  Spice  we  know, 

Free  from  the  fcorching  Sun  that  makes  it  grow; 
Without  the  Worm  in  Ferfian  Silks  we  fliine, 

And  without  Planting  drink  of  ev’ry  Vine. 

To  dig  for  Wealth  we  weary  not  our  Limbs, 
Gold  (tho’the  heavieft  Metal)  hither  fwimsr 
Ours’  is  the  Harveft  where  the  Indians  mow. 

We  plough  the  Deep,  and  reap  what  others  fow. 

Things  of  the  nobleft  kind  our  own  Soil  breeds ; 
Stout  are  our  Men,  and  warlike  are  our^Steeds; 
Home  (tho’  her  Eagle  thro’  the  W orld  had  flown) 
Coa’d  never  make  this  Ifland  all  her  own. 

Here  the  Third  Edward,  and  the  Blacky  Prince  too, 
France-conqu’ring  Henry  flourilh’d,  and  now  you; 
For  whom  we  ftaid,  as  did  the  Grecian  State 
Till  ^Alexander  came  to  urge  their  Fate. 


When 
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When  for  more  Worlds  the  Macedonian  cry’d, 

He  wift  not  Tretys  in  her  Lap  did  hide 
Another  yet,  a  World  referv'd  for  you, 

To  make  more  great  than  that  he  did  fubdue. 

He  fafely  might  old  Troops  to  Battel  lead 
Againft  th’  unwarlike  Perfian,  and  the  Mode-, 

Whole  hafty  Flight  did  from  a  bloodlefs  Field, 
More  Spoils  than  Honour  to  the  Viftor  yield. 

A  Race  unconquer’d,  by  their  Clime  made  bold, 
The  Caledonians  Arm'd  with  Want  and  Cold, 

Have,  by  a  Fate  indulgent  to  your  Fame, 

Been  from  all  Ages  kept  for  you  to  tame. 

Whom  the  old  Homan  Wall  fo  ill  confin’d, 

With  a  new  Chain  of  Garrifons  you  bind  : 

Here  foreign  Gold  no  more  ihsll  make  them  come, 
Our  Englijh  Iron  holds  them  fall  at  home. 

They  that  henceforth  mull  be  content  to  know 
No  warmer  Region  than  their  Hills  oi  Snow, 

May  blame  the  Sun,  but  ntuft  extol  your  Grace, 

\V  hicti  in  our  Senate  hath  aiiow’d  them  place. 

Preferr  d  by  Conquelf,  happily  o’erthrown, 

Failing  they  rife,  to  be  with  us  made  one: 
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So  kind  Dictators  made,  when  they  came  home. 
Their  vanquiih’d  Foes  free  Citizens  of  %omc. 

Like  Favour  find  the  Irijh ,  with  like  Fate 
Advanc’d  to  be  a  Portion  of  our  State : 

While  by  your  Valour,  and  your  bounteous  Miad, 
Nations,  divided  by  the  Sea,  are  join’d. 

Holland,  to  gain  your  Friendlhip,  is  content 
To  be  our  Out-guard  on  the  Continent: 

She  from  her  Fellow-Provinces  wou’d  go. 

Rather  than  hazard  to  have  you  her  Foe. 

In  our  late  Fight,  when  Cannons  did  diffufe 
(Preventing  Polls)  the  Terror  and  the  News; 

Our  neighbour  Princes  trembled  at  their  Roar: 
But  our  Conjunftion  makes  them  tremble  more. 

Your  never-failing  Sword  made  War  to  ceafe. 
And  now  you  heal  us  with  the  Atts  of  Peace: 
Our  Minds  with  Bounty  and  with  Awe  engage, 
Invite  Affection,  and  rellrain  our  Rage. 

‘Lefs  Pleafure  take  brave  Minds  in  Battels  won. 
Than  in  reftoring  fuch  as  are  undone: 

Tygers  have  Courage,  and  the  rugged  Bear, 

But  Man  alone  can  whom  he  Conquers,  (pare. 


To 
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Te  pardon,  willing;  and  to  punith,  loth  5 
You  ftrike  with  one  Hand,  but  you  heal  with  both. 
Lifting  up  all  that  proftrate  lye,  you  grieve 
You  cannot  make  the  dead  again  to  live. 

When  Fate  or  Error  had  our  Age  mif-led. 

And  o’er  this  Nation  fuch  ConfuSon  fpread ; 

The  only  Cure  which  cou’d  from  Heav’n  come  down, 
Was  fo  much  Pow’r  and  Piety  in  one. 

One  whofe  Extraftion’s  from  an  ancient  Line, 

Gives  Hope  again  that  well-born  Men  may  thine: 
The  meaneft  in  your  Nature  mild  and  good, 

The  Noble  reft  fecured  in  your  Blood. 

Oft  have  we  wonder’d,  how  you  hid  in  Peace 
A  Mind  proportion’d  to  fuch  things  as  thefe ; 

How  fuch  a  Ruling  Sp’iit  you  cou’d  reftrain, 

And  pra&ife  firft  over  your  felf  to  reign. 

Your  private  Life  did  a  juft  Pattern  give 
How  Fathers,  Husbands,  Pious  Sons  thou’d  live; 
Bom  to  Command,  your  Princely  Virtues  flept 
Like  humble  David's  while  the  Flock  he  kept : 

But  when  your  troubled  Country  call’d  you  forth, 
Yowr  flaming  Courage,  and  your  matchlcfs  Worth 
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Dazling  the  Eyes  of  all  that  did  pretend, 

To  fierce  Contention  gave  a  profp’rous  End* 

Still  as  you  rife,  the  State,  exalted  too, 

Finds  no  Diftemper  while  ’tis  changed  by  you; 
Chang’d  like  the  World’s  great  Scene,  when  with¬ 
out  Noife 

The  riling  Sun  Night’s  vulgar  Lights  deflroys. 

Had  you,  fome  Ages  pall,  this  Race  of  Glory 
Run,  with  Amazement  we  lhou’d  read  your  Story; 
But  living  Virtue,  all  Atchievements  pall, 

Meets  Envy  Hill  to  grapple  with  at  lalh 

This  Ctfar  found,  and  that  ungrateful  Age, 

With  lofing  him,  went  back  to  Blood  and  Rage* 
Millaken  Brutus  thought  to  break  their  Yoke, 

But  cut  the  Bond  of  Union  with  that  Stroke. 

That  Sun  once  fet,  a  thoufand  meaner  Stars 
Gave  a  dim  Light  to  Violence  and  Wars, 

To  fuch  a  Tempeft  as  now  threatens  all, 

Did  not  your  mighty  Arm  prevent  the  FalL 

If'fymt's  great  Senate  cou’d  not  wield  that  Sword 
Which  of  the  Conquer’d  W  odd  had  made  them  Lord, 
What  Hope  had  outs’,  while  yet  their  Pow’rwasnew, 
To  rule  victorious  Armies,  bur  by  you? 
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You,  that  had  taught  them  to  fubdue  their  Foes, 
Cou’d  Order  teach,  and  their  high  Sp’ritscompofe: 
To  ev’ry  Duty  cou’d  their  Minds  engage, 

Provoke  their  Courage,  and  command  their  Rage. 

So  when  a  Lion  ihakes  his  dreadful  Mane, 

And  angry  grows  j  if  he  rh  c  firtt  took  pain 
To  tame  his  Youth,  approach  the  haughty  Beaft, 
He  bends  to  him,  but  frights  away  the  reft. 

As  the  vest  World,  to  find  Repofe,  at  laft 
It  felf  into  ^Auptflut'  Arms  did  caft  •• 

So  England  now  doth,  with  like  Toil  oppreft. 

Her  weary  Head  upon  your  Bofom  reft. 

Then  let  the  Mufes,  with  fuch  Notes  as  thefe, 
Inftruft  us  what  belongs  unto  our  Peace; 

Your  Battels  they  hereafter  ihall  indite. 

And  draw  the  Image  of  our  Man  in  Fight; 

Tell  of  Towns  ftorm’d,  of  Armies  overcome. 

Of  mighty  Kingdoms  by  your  Conduft  won, 

How,  while  you  thunder’d,  Clouds  of  Duft  did  choak 
Contending  Troops,  and  Seas  lay  hid  in  Smoke. 

llluftrious  Afts  high  Raptures  do  infufe, 

And  ev’iy  Conqueror  creates  a  Mufe; 
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Here  in  low  Strains  your  milder  Deeds  we  ling. 
But  there,  my  Lord,  we’ll  Bays  and  Olive  bring. 

To  crown  your  Head ;  while  you  in  Triumph  ride 
O’er  vanquilh’d  Nations,  and  the  Sea  befide: 
While  all  your  Neighbour-Princes  unto  you, 

Like  Jofeph’s  Sheaves,  pay  Reverence,  and  bow. 


‘To  bis  worthy  Friend  Afafter  Evelyn, 
upon  his  Tranjlation  of  Lucretius, 

In  the  Tear  i6f6. 

Ucretites,  with  a  Stork-like  Fate, 


i-v  Born  and  tranflated  in  a  State, 
Comes  to  proclaim,  in  Engli/h  Verfe, 
No  Monarch  rules  the  Univerfe  : 

But  Chance  and  Atoms  make  this  <All 
In  Order  Democratical, 

Where  Bodies  freely  run  their  Courfe, 
Without  Defign,  or  Fate,  or  Force. 
And  this  in  fuch  a  Strain  he  lings, 

As  if  hisMufe,  with  Angel’s  Wings, 
Had  foarM  beyond  our  outmoft  Sphere 
And  otherworlds  difeover’d  there  j 
For  his  immortal,  boundlefs  Wit, 

To  Nature  does  no  Bounds  permit j 
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But  boldly  has  remov’d  thofe  Bars 
Of  Heav’n,  and  Earth,  and  Seas,  and  Stars, 

By  which  they  were  before  fuppos’d. 

By  narrow  Wits,  to  be  inclos’d, 

’Till  his  free  Mufe  threw  down  the  Pale, 

And  did  at  once  difpaik  ’em  all. 

So  vaft  this  Argument  did  feem, 

That  the  wife  Author  did  efteem 

The  Homan  Language,  which  was  fpread 

O’er  the  whole  World  in  Triumph  led, 

A  Tongue  too  narrow  to  unfold 

The  Wonders  which  he  wou’d  have  told. 

This  fpeaks  thy  Glory,  Noble  Friend, 

And  Briti/h  Language  does  commend; 

For  here  Lucretius  whole  we  find. 

His  Words,  his  Mufick,  and  his  Mind; 

Thy  Art  has  to  our  Country  brought 
All  that  he  Writ,  and  all  he  Thought. 

Ovid  Tranflated,  Virgil  too, 

Shew’d  long  fince  what  our  Tongue  cou’d  dc  ; 
Nor  Lucan  we,  nor  Horace  fpar’d, 

Only  Lucretius  was  too  hard. 

Lucretius  like  a  Fort  did  ftand 
Untouch’d,  ’till  your  Victorious  Hand 
Did  from  his  Head  this  Garland  bear. 

Which  now  upon  your  own  you  wear:  . 

A  Garland  made  of  fuch  new  -hays. 

And  fought  in  fuch  untrodden  Ways, 
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As  no  Man's  Temples  e’ei  did  Crown, 
Save  this  great  ^Author's,  and  jour  even. 


Of  a  War  with  Spain,  and  Fight 
at  Sea ,  by  General  Montague, 
In  the  Tear  i6y6. 


NO  W  for  fame  Ages  had  the  Pride  of  Spain 
Made  the  Sun  Ihine  on  half  the  World  in  vain- 
While  the  bid  Wat  to  all  that  durft  fupply 
The  Place  of  thofe  her  Cruelty  made  dye  } 

Of  Nature’s  Bounty  Men  forbore  to  tafte, 

And  the  bed  Portion  of  the  Earth  lay  waftc. 

From  the  new  World  her  Silver  and  her  Gold 
Came,  like  a  Tempeft,  to  confound  the  Old ; 
Feeding  with  thefe  the  brib’d  Ele&ors’  Hopes, 
Alone  Ihe  gave  us  Emperors  and  Popes ; 

With  thefe  accompliihing  her  vaft  Defigns, 

Europe  was  ihaken  with  her  Indian  Mines. 

When  Britain,  looking  with  a  juft  Difdain 
Upon  this  gilded  Majetty  of  Spain, 

And  knowing  well  that  Empire  mull  decline, 
Whofe  chief  Support  and  Sinews  are  of  Coin,. 

Our  Nation’s  folid  Virtue  did  oppofe. 

To  the  rich  Troublers  of  the  World’s  Repofe. 

And  now  fome  Months,  Incamping  on  the  Main, 
Oui  Naval  Army  had  befieged  Spain, 


They 
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They  that  the  whole  World’s  Monarchy  defign’d. 

Ate  tc*  their  Ports  by  our  bold  Fleet  confin’d. 

From  whence  our  Red-crofs  they  Triumphant  fee. 
Biding  without  a  Rival  on  the  Sea. 

Others  may  ufe  the  Ocean  as  their  Road, 

Only  the  Englijb  make  it  their  Aboad, 

Whofe  ready  Sails  with  ev’ty  Wind  can  fly. 

And  make  a  Cov’nant  with  th’  unconftant  Sky; 

Our  Oaks  fecure,  as  if  they  there  took  Root, 

We  tread  on  Billows  with  a  fteady  Foot. 

Mean  while  the  Spaniards  in  ^America 
Neat  to  the  Line  the  Sun  approaching  faw, 

And  hop’d  their  European  Coafts  to  find 
Clear’d  from  our  Ships  by  the  Autumnal  Wind: 
Their  huge  capacious  Galleons,  ftufc  with  Plate, 
The  lab’ring  Winds  drive  flowly  tow’tds  their  Fate. 

Before  St.  Lucar  they  their  Guns  difchatge. 

To  tell  their  Joy,  or  to  invite  a  Barge: 

This  heard  fome  Ships  of  ours  (tho’  out  of  view) 
And  fwift  as  Eagles  to  the  Quarry  flew : 

So  heedlefs  Lambs,  which  for  their  Mothers  bleat. 
Wake  hungry  Lions,  and  become  their  Meat. 

Arriv’d,  they  foon  begin  that  Tragick  Play; 

And  with  their  fmoaky  Cannons  baniih  Day: 
Night,  Horror,  Slaughter,  with  Confufion  meet. 
And  in  their  fable  Arms  imbrace  the  Fleets: 

Thro'  yielding  Planks  the  angry  Bullets  fly, 

And  of  one  Wound  hundreds  together  die: 
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Born  under  d iff1  rent  Stars,  one  Fate  they  have. 
The  Ship  their  Coffin,  and  the  Sea  their  Grave. 
Bold  were  the  Men  which  on  the  Ocean  firft 
Spread  their  new  Sails  ,whenShripwrack  was  the  worft ; 
More  Danger  now  from  Man  alone  we  find 
Than  from  the  Rocks,  the  Billows,  or  the  Wind; 
They  that  had  fail’d  from  near  th’Atatartick  Pole, 
Their  Treafure  fafe,  and  all  their  V eft'els  whole, 

In  fight  of  their  dear  Country  ruin’d  be. 

Without  the  Guilt  of  either  Rock  or  Sea. 

What  they  wou’d  fpare,  our  fiercer  Art  defttoys, 
Surpaffing  Storms  in  Terror  and  in  Noife. 

Once  Jove  from  Ida  did  both  Hofts  furvey, 

And  when  he  pleas’d  to  thunder,  part  the  Fray; 
Here  Heav’n  in  vain  that  kind  Retreat  fhou’d  found 
The  louder  Cannon  had  the  Thunder  drown’d. 
Some  we  made  Prize,  while  others  burnt  and  rent 
With  their  rich  Lading,  to  the  bottom  went; 
Down  finks  at  once  fo  Fortune  with  us  fports) 
The  Pay  of  Armies,  and  the  Pride  of  Courts. 

Vain  Man  1  whofe  Rage  buries  as  low  that  Store, 
As  Avarice  had  digg’d  for  it  before. 

What  Earth  in  her  dark  Bowels  cou’d  not  keep 
From  greedy  Hands,  lies  lafer  in  the  Deep, 

Wheic  Thetn  kindly  does  from  Mortals  hide 
Thofe  Seeds  of  Luxury,  Debate,  and  Pride. 

And  row  into  her  Lap  the  richeft  Prize 
Fell,  with  the  Noble  ft  of  our  Enemies; 
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The  Marquis,  glad  to  fee  the  Fire  deftroy 
Wealth,  that  prevailing  Foes  were  to  enjoy. 

Out  from  his  flaming  Ship  his  Children  fent. 

To  perifli  in  a  milder  Element; 

Then  laid  him  by  his  burning  Lady’s  Side, 

And,  fince  he  cou’d  not  fave  her,  with  her  dy’d. 
Spices  and  Gums  about  them  melting  fry, 

And,  Phoenix-like,  in  that  rich  Neft  they  die; 

Alive  in  Flames  of  equal  Love  they  burn’d. 

And  now  together  are  to  Allies  turn’d; 

Aflies  more  worth  than  all  their  Funeral  Coft, 
Than  the  huge  Treafure  which  was  with  them  loft; 
Thefe  dying  Lovers,  and  their  floating  Sons, 
Sufpend  the  Fight,  and  filence  all  our  Guns : 

Beauty  and  Youth,  about  to  perifli,  find 
Such  noble  Pity  in  brave  Englijb  Minds, 

That  the  rich  Spoil  forgor,  their  Valour’s  Prize 
All  labour  now  to  fave  their  Enemies. 

How  frail  our  Paflions!  Flow  foon  changed  are 
Our  Wrath  and  Fury  to  a  friendly  Care? 

They  that  but  now  for  Honour  and  for  Plate 
Made  the  Sea  blulh  with  Blood,  refign  their  Hate 
And  their  young  Foes  endeav’ring  to  retrieve. 

With  greater  Hazard  than  they  (ought,  they  dive. 

Wiih  thefe  returns  viftorious  Montague, 

With  Lawrels  in  his  Hand,  and  half  Peru* 

Let  the  brave  Generals  divide  that  Bough, 

Our  great  Prote£ior  hath  fuch  Wreaths  enough. 

His  conqu’ring  Head  has  no  more  Room  for  Bays : 
Then  let  it  be,  as  the  glad  Nation  prays, 


136  Poems  upon  federal  Occafions. 

Let  the  rich  Ore  forthwith  be  melted  down, 

And  the  State  fix’d  by  making  him  a  Crown. 

Oft  the  PICTURE  of  a  Fair  Youth , 
taken  after  he  was  Dead . 

AS  gather’d  Flowers,  while  their  Wounds  are  new, 
Look  gay  and  frelh,  as  on  the  Stalk  they  grew; 
Torn  from  the  Root  that  nouriih’d  ’em,  a  while. 
Not  taking  Notice  of  their  Fate,  they  fmile; 

And  in  the  Hand,  which  rudely  pluckt  ’em,  ihow 
Fairer  than  thofe  that  to  their  Autumn  grow: 

So  Love  and  Beauty  ftill  that  Vifage  grace. 

Death  cannot  fright  ’em  from  their  wonted  Place. 
Alive,  the  Hand  of  crooked  Age  had  marr’d 
Thofe  lovely  Features,  which  cold  Death  has  fpar’d' 
No  wonder  then  he  fped  in  Love  fo  well. 

When  his  high  Pafllon  he  had  Breath  to  tell, 

When  that  accomplilh’d  Soul,  in  this  fair  Frame, 
No  bufinefs  had  but  to  perfuade  that  Dame : 

Whofe  mutual  Love  advanc’d  the  Youth  fo  high, 
That,  but  to  Heav’n,  he  cou’d  no  higher  fly. 


EPIGRAM  upon  thp  Golden 
Medal. 


OUR  Guard  upon  the  Royal  Side; 

On  the  Reverfe,  our  Beauty’s  Pride  c 
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Here  we  cUfcern,  the  Frown  and  Smile, 

The  Force  and  Glory  of  our  Hie: 

In  the  rich  Medal,  both  fo  like 
Immortals  ftand,  it  feems  Antique, 

Carv’d  by  fome  Matter,  when  the  bold 
Creeks  made  their  Jove  defcend  in  Gold, 

And  Danae  wond’ring  at  that  Show’r, 

Which  falling,  ftorm’d  her  Brazen  Tow’x; 
'Britannia  there,  the  Fort  in  vain 
Had  batter’d  been  with  Golden  Rain; 

Thuuder  it  felf  had  fail’d  to  pafs  : 

Virtue’s  a  ftronger  Guard  than  Brafs. 

— y 

To  Mr.  KiLLEGREW,  upon  his  alter¬ 
ing  his  Play  Pandora,  from  a  Tra¬ 
gedy  into  a  Comedy ,  hecaufe  not  ap¬ 
prov'd  on  the  Stage, 

Q  I  R,  you  lhou’d  rather  teach  our  Age  the  way 
‘-'Of  judging  well, than  thus  have  chang’d  yout  Play, 
You  had  oblig’d  us  by  employing  Wit, 

Not  to  Reform  Pandora,  but  the  Pit. 

For  as  the  Nightingale,  without  the  Throng 
Of  other  Birds,  alone  attends  her  Song; 

While  the  loud  Daw,  his  Throat  difplaying,  draws 
The  whole  Affembly  of  his  Fellow-Daws: 
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So  muft  the  Wiiter,  whofe  Produ&ions  ihould 
Take  with  the  Vulgar,  be  of  Vulgar  Mould: 
Whilft  nobler  Fancies  make  a  Flight  too  high 
For  common  View,  and  leffen  as  they  fly. 


Of  a  TREE  cut  in  PA  PER. 


Air  Hand,  that  can  on  Virgin-paper  write. 


**■  Yet  fi:om  the  irain  of  Ink  preferve  it  White, 
Whofe  Travel  o'er  that  Silver  Field  does  Ihow, 
Like  track  of  Leverets  in  Morning  Snow; 

Love’s  Image  thus  in  puieft  Minds  is  wrought, 
Without  a  lpot  or  blemilh  to  the  Though:; 
Strange  that  your  Fingers  Ihou’d  the  Pencil  foil 
Without  the  help  of  Colours,  or  of  Oil: 

For  tho'  a  Painter  Boughs  and  Leaves  can  make, 
JTis  you  alone  can  make  them  bend  and  Ihake, 
Whofe  Breath  falutes  your  new-created  Grove 
Like  Southern  Winds,  and  makes  it  gently  move : 
Orpheus  cou’d  make  the  Foreft  dance,  but  you 
Gan  make  the  Motion  and  the  Foreft  toe. 


To 
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To  a  LA  D  T,  from  whom  he  received 
the  foregoing  Copy ,  which  for  many 
Tears  had  been  loji. 

■^TrOthing  lies  hid  from  Radiant  Eyes, 

All  they  fubdue  become  their  Spies: 
Secrets,  as  choiceft  Jewels,  are 
Presented  to  oblige  the  Fair; 

No  wonder  then,  that  a  loft  Thought 
Shou’d  there  be  found,  where  Souls  are  caught. 

The  Pifture  of  fair  Venus ,  That, 

For  which,  Men  fay,  the  Goddefs  fate. 

Was  loft,  ’till  Lely  from  your  Look 
Again  that  Glorious  Image  took. 

If  Virtue’s  felf  were  loft,  we  might 
From  your  fair  Mind  new  Copies  write: 

All  things,  but  one,  you  can  reftore. 

The  Heart  you  get  returns  no  more. 


0/ ENGLISH  VERSE . 

POets  may  boaft  [as  fafely-vain] 

Their  Work  ihall  with  the  World  remain: 
Both  bound  together,  Live,  or  Die, 

The  Verfes  and  the  Prophecy. 

But 
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But  who  can  hope  his  Lines  ihou'd  long 
Laft,  in  a  daily  changing  Tongue? 

While  they  ate  new,  Envy  prevails. 

And  as  that  dies,  our  Language  fails. 

When  Architefts  have  done  their  Part, 
The  Matter  may  betiay  their  Art; 

Time,  if  we  ufe  ill-chofen  Stone, 

Soon  brings  a  well-built  Palace  down. 

Poets  that  lading  Marble  feek, 

Mull  Carve  in  Latin,  or  in  Greets; 

We  write  in  Sand  our  Language  grows, 
And  like  our  Tide  ours’  overflows. 

Chaucer  his  Senfe  can  only  boaft, 

The  Glory  of  his  Numbers’  loft; 

Tears  have  defac’d  his  matchlefs  Strain, 
And  yet  he  did  not  Sing  in  vain: 

The  Beauties  which  adorn’d  that  Age, 
The  fliining  Subjefts  of  his  Rage, 

Hoping  they  Ihou’d  Immortal  prove. 
Rewarded  with  Succefs  his  Love. 

This  was  the  gen’rous  Poet’s  fcope. 

And  all  an  Englifl)  Pen  can  hope 
To  make  the  Fait  approve  his  Flame, 

That  can  fo  far  extend  their  Fame. 
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Verfe  thus  defign’d  has  no  ill  Fate, 

If  it  arrive  but  at  the  Date 
Of  fading  Beauty,  if  it  prove 
But  as  long-liv’d  as  prefent  Love. 


Some  V rrfes  of  an  Imperfett  Copy ,  de- 
fignd  for  a  Friend  on  his  'Tranflation 
of  OvidV  Fafti. 

Rome’s  Holy-days  you  tell,  as  if  a  Gueft 

With  the  old  \omans  you  were  wont  to  feaft. 
Numa’s  Religion,  by  themfelves  believ’d. 

Excels  the  true,  only  in  Shew  receiv’d. 

They  made  he  Nations  round  about  ’em  bow, 
Witli  their  Diftators  taken  from  the  Plough: 

Such  iowi  has  Juftice,  Faith,  and  Honefty; 

The  World  was  conquer'd  by  Morality. 

Seeming  Devotion  does  but  gild  a  Knave 
That’s  neither  Faithful,  Honeft,  Juft,  nor  B’laye; 
But  where  Religion  does  with  Virtue  join 
It  makes  a  Hero  like  an  Angel  ftine. 


Part 
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Part  of  the  Fourth  Book  of  Virgil 
! Tr (inflated ,  In  the  Tear  165-7. 

Beginning 

» - -  Talrfque  mtferima.  flettts 

Tertqtte  refertque  foror - — 

And  ending  with 

.. Ainixi  torquent  [pumas  dr  carula  venunt . 

ALL  this  her  weeping  Sifter  does  repeat 

To  the  ftem  Man,  whom  nothing  cou’d  intreat  j 
Loft  were  her Piay’rs,  and  fruitlefs  were  herTears, 
Fate  and  great  Jove  had  ftopt  his  gentle  Ears. 

As  when  loud  Winds  a  well-grown  Oak  wou’d  rend 
Up  by  the  Roots,  this  way,  and  that  they  bend 
His  reeling  Trunk,  and  with  a  boift’rous  Sound 
Scatter  his  Leaves,  and  ftrew  them  on  the  Ground: 
He  fixed  ftands,  as  deep  his  Root  doth  lie 
Down  to  the  Centre,  as  bis  Top  is  high. 

No  lefs  on  ev'ry  fide  the  Hero  preft, 

Feels  Love  and  Pity  Ihake  his  noble  Breaft, 

And  down  his  Cheeks  tho’  fruitlefs  Tears  do  roul, 
Unmov’d  remains  the  Purpofe  of  his  Soul. 

Then  Dido,  urged  with  approaching  Fate, 

Begins  the  Light  of  cruel  Heav’n  to  hate} 
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Her  Refolution  to  difpatch  and  die 
Confirm’d  by  many  a  horrid  Prodigy. 

The  Water  confecrate  for  Sacrifice, 

Appears  all  black  to  her  amazed  Eyes, 

The  Wine  to  putrid  Blood  converted  flows. 

Which  from  her,  none,  not  her  own  Sifter,  knows. 
P, elides,  there  flood,  as  facred  to  her  Lord, 

A  Marble  Temple  which  the  much  ador’d. 

With  fnowy  Fleeces  and  frelh  Garlands  Crown’d; 
Hence  ev’ry  Night  proceeds  a  dreadful  Sound. 

Her  Husband's  Voice  invites  her  to  his  Tomb, 

And  difmal  Owls  prefage  the  Ills  to  come. 

Belides,  the  Prophefies  of  Wizards  old 
Increas’d  her  Terror,  and  her  Fall  foretold. 

Scorn’d  and  deferted  to  her  felf  the  feems. 

And  finds  cs£ne as  cruel  in  her  Dreams. 

So,  to  mid  Pentheus,  double  Thebes  appears. 

And  Furies  howl  in  his  diftemper’d  Ears. 

Orcfles  fo,  with  like  Diftraciion  toft, 

Is  made  to  fly  his  Mother’s  angry  Ghoft. 

Now  Grief  and  Fury  to  their  height  arrive. 

Death  fhe  decrees,  and  thus  does  it  contrive. 

Her  grieved  Sifter,  with  a  chearful  Grace, 

(Hope  well-diflembled  thining  in  her  Face) 

She  thus  deceives.  Dear  Sifter,  let  us  prove 
The  Cure  (  have  invented  for  my  Love. 

Beyond  the  Land  of  u£thiopia  lies 

The  Place  where  villas  docs  fupport  the  Skies; 

Hence 
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Hence  came  an  old  Magician,  that  did  keep 
Th’ Htfpcrian  Fruit,  and  made  the  Dragon  fleep; 
Her  potent  Chaims  do  troubled  Souls  relieve, 

And  where  Ihe  lifts,  makes  calmeft  Minds  to  grieve 
The  Courfe  of  Rivers  and  of  Heav’n  can  flop, 
And  call  Trees  down  from  th’airy  Mountain’s  top, 
Witnefs  ye  Gods,  and  thou  my  deareft  Part, 
How  loth  I  am  to  tempt  this  Guilty  Art ! 

Ere&  a  Pile,  and  on  it  ler  us  place 
That  Bed  where  I  my  Ruin  did  embrace; 

With  all  the  Reliaues  of  our  Impious  Gueft, 

Arms,  Spoils,  and  Prefeuts,  let  the  Pile  be  dreft, 
(The  knowing- Woman  thus  prefcribes)  that  we 
May  raze  the  Man  out  of  our  Memory: 

Thus  (peaks  the  Queen,  but  hides  the  fatal  End 
For  which  (he  doth  tliofe  facred  Rites  pretend. 
Nor  worle  Eft'etts  of  Grief  her  Sifter  thought 
Wou’d  follow,  than  Sycbatts  Murder  wrought. 
Therefore  obeys  her  ;  and  now  heaped  high 
The  cloven  Oaks  and  lofty  Pines  do  lie, 

Hung  all  with  Wreaths  and  flow’ry  Garlands  round; 
So  by  her  felf  was  her  own  Fun’ral  crown’d: 

Upon  the  Top,  the  Trojan’s  Image  lies, 

And  his  lharp  Sword  wherewith  anon  (he  dies. 

They  by  the  Altar  (land,  while  with  loofe  Hail 
The  Magick  Prophetefs  begins  her  Pray’r, 

On  Chaos,  Enbus,  and  all  the  Gods, 

Which  in  th’Infernal  Shades  have  their  Abodes, 

She 
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■She  loudly  calls,  befprinkling  all  the  Room 
With  Drops,  fuppos’d  from  Lethe's  Lake  to  come. 
She  feeks  the  Knot  which  on  the  Forehead  grows 
Of  new-foal’d  Colts,  and  Herbs  by  Moonlight  mows. 
A  Cake  of  Leaven  in  net  Pious  Hands 
Holds  the  devoted  Queen,  and  barefoot  ftands, 

One  tender  Foot  was  bare,  the  other  ihod. 

Her  Robe  ungirt,  invoking  ev’ry  God, 

And  ev’ry  Pow’r,  if  any  be  above 
Which  takes  regard  of  111- requited  Love. 

Now  was  the  time  when  weary  Mortals  deep 
Their  careful  Temples  in  the  Dew  of  Sleep  : 

On  Seas,  on  Earth,  and  all  that  in  ’em  dwell, 

A  Death-like  Quiet,  and  deep  Silence  fell. 

But  not  on  Dido ;  whofe  untamed  Mind 
Refus’d  to  be  by  facred  Night  confin’d : 

A  double  Paffion  in  her  Bread  does  move. 

Love,  and  fierce  Anger  for  neglected  Love. 

Thus  fhe  affli&s  her  Soul,  What  lhall  I  do? 

With  Fate  inverted  Lhall  X  humbly  woo? 

And  fome  piaud  Prince,  in  wild  Numidia  Born, 

Pray  to  accept  me,  and  forget  my  Scorn  ? 

Or  Lhall  I  with  th’ungratcful  Trojan  go, 

Quit  all  my  State,  and  wait  upon  my  Foe? 

Is  not  enough,  by  faid  Experience,  known 
The  perjur’d  Race  of  falfe  Laamcdou  ? 

With  my  Sydonians  Lhall  I  give  them  Chafe? 

Eands  hardly  forced  from  their  Native  Place  ! 

H  N# 
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No,  Die,  and  let  this  Sword  thy  Futy  tame, 
Nought  but  thy  Blood  car,  quench  this  guilty  Elame. 

Ah  Sifter'.  Vancjuifli’d  with  thy  Paffion,  thou 
Betray’dft  me  firft,  difpenfing  with  my  Vo*  ! 

Had  I  been  canftant  to  Sjchatts  ftiil, 

And  fingle  liv’d,  I  had  not  known  this  Ill. 

Such  Thoughts  torment  the  Queen’s  inraged  Breaft, 
While  the  Dzr  daman  does  fecurely  reft 
In  his  tall  Ship,  for  fudden  Flight  prepar’d, 

To  whom  once  more  the  Son  of  Jcze  appear’d  ; 
Thus  feems  to  fpeak  the  Youthful  Deity, 

Voice,  Hair,  and  Colour,  all  like  Mercury. 

Fair  Venus-feed,  Canft  thou  indulge  thy  Sleep, 
Nor  better  Guard  in  fuch  great  Danger 'keep  ? 

Mad,  by  Negleft  to  lofe  fo  fair  a  Wind  ! 

If  here  thy  Ships  the  Purple  Morning  find, 

Thou  lhalt  behold  this  hoftile  Harbour  Ihine 
With  a  new  Eieet,  and  Fires  to  ruin  thine  5 
She  meditates  Revenge,  refolv’d  to  dye ; 

Weigh  Anchor  quickly,  and  her  Fury  fly. 

This  faid,  the  God  in  ihades  of  Night  retir’d. 

Amaz’d  c /£,neas,  with  the  Warning  fir’d, 

Shakes  off  dull  Sleep,  and  rouzing  up  his  Men, 
Behold  1  The  Gods  command  our  Flight  again; 
Eall  to  your  Oars,  and  all  your  Canvas  fpread : 
What  God  foe’er  that  thus  vouchfaf’ft  to  lead, 
We  follow  gladly,  and  thy  Will  obey, 

Affift  us  ftiil  fmoothing  0111  happy  Way, 
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Aad  make  the  reft  propitious.  With  that  Word 
He  cuts  the  Cable  with  his  fiiining  Swordj 
Thro’  all  the  Navy  doth  like  Ardor  reign, 

They  quit  the  Shore,  and  ruih  into  the  Main  ; 
Plac’d  on  their  Banks,  the  lufty  Trojans  fweep 
Neptune's  fmooth  Face,  and  cleave  the  yielding  Deep. 

7iCHLORI  S, 

CHloris,  what’s  Eminent,  we  know, 

Muft  for  fome  Caufe  be  valu’d  foj 
Things  without  ufe,  tho’  they  be  good. 

Are  not  by  us  fo  underftood. 

The  early  Rofe,  made  to  difplay 
Her  Blulhes  to  the  Youthful  May, 

Doth  yield  her  Sweets,  fince  he  is  fair. 

And  courts  her  with  a  gentle  Air. 

Our  Stars  do  lhew  their  Excellence, 

Not  by  their  Light,  but  Influence ; 

When  brighter  Comets,  fince  ftill  known 
Fatal  to  all,  are  lik’d  by  none. 

So  your  admired  Beauty  ftill 
Is  ,by  Effetts,  made  Good  or  Ill. 


Poems  upon  feveral  Occafions . 

_An  Epigram  on  a  Painted  Lady 
with  ill  Leeth. 

iT7 Ete  Men  fo  dull  they  cou’d  not  fee 
*  ’  That  Lye  Painted ;  fliou’d  they  flee 
Like  Ample  Buds  into  a  Net, 

So  giofly  woven  and  ill  fet; 

Hex  own  Teeth  wou’d  undo  the  Knot, 

And  let  all  go  that  ihe  had  got. 

Thofe  Teeth  fait  Lyce  muft  not  Ihow, 

If  the  wou’d  bite :  Her  Loveis,  though 
-Like  Bitds  they  ftoop  at  feeming  Grapes, 

Ate  difabus’d,  when  flrft  Ihe  gapes; 

The  rotten  Bones  difeovet’d  there. 

Show  ’tis  a  Painted  Sepulcher. 


Tranflated  out  of  Spanifh. 

<-r-'  H  O’  we  may  feem  impoitunate, 

Jl  While  your  Ccmpafiion  we  implore; 
They  whom  you  make  too  Fortunate, 

May  with  Prefumption  vex  you  more. 
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Tranflated  out  of  French. 

FAde  Flowers,  fade,  Nature  will  have  it  fo; 

’Tis  but  what  We  mult  in  our  Autumn  do  : 
And  as  your  Leaves  lye  quiet  on  the  Ground, 

The  Lofs  alone  by  thofethat  lov’d  them  found; 

So  in  the  Grave  lhall  we  as  quiet  lye, 

Mifs’d  by  fome  few  that  lov’d  our  Company. 

But  fome  fo  like  to  Thorns  and  Nettles  live, 

That  none  for  them  can,  when  theyperiih,  grieve. 


Upon  the  Death  of  the  Lord  Protestor 
In  the  Tear  l6y§. 

[claim 

WE  muft  refign!  Keav’n  his  great  Soul  does  ' 
In  Storms  as  loud  as  his  Immortal  Fame ; 
His  dying  Groans,  hi;  laft  Breath  fhake  ourlfle; 

And  Trees  uncut  fall  for  his  Fun’ral  Pile  : 

About  his  Palace  their  broad  Roots  are  toft 
Into  the  Air  ;  So  T{omulus  was  loft. 

New  Home  in  fuch  a  Tempeft  mifs’d  her  King; 

And  from  obeying,  fell  to  worihipping. 

On  Orta's  Top  thus  Hercules  lay  dead, 

With  ruin’d  Oaks  and  Pines  about  him  fpread  ; 
Thofe  his  laft  Fury  from  the  Mountain  rent: 

Our  dying  Hero,  from  the  Continent 

U  3  Ra- 
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Ravifli’d  whole  Towns,  and  Forts  from  Spaniards 
As  his  laft  Legacy  to  Britain  left. 

The  Ocean,  which  fo  long  our  Hopes  confin’d, 
Cou’d  give  no  Limits  to  his  vafter  Mind  : 

Our  Bound’s  Enlargement  was  his  iateft  Toils 
Nor  hath  he  left  us  Pris’ners  to  our  Ifie, 

Under  the  Tropick  is  our  Language  fpoke,  - 
And  part  of  Flanders  hath  receiv’d  our  Yoke. 

From  Civil  Broils  he  did  us  difingage ; 

Found  Nobler  Objefts  for  our  Martial  Rage: 

And,  with  wife  Conduft,  to  his  Country  Ihow’d, 
The  ancient  way  of  Conquering  abroad. 

Ungrateful  then,  if  we  no  Tears  allow 
To  him,  that  gave  us  Peace  and  Empire  too! 
Princes  that  fear’d  him,  grieve;  concern’d  to  fee 
No  pitch  of  Glory  from  the  Grave  is  free. 

Nature  her  felf  took  Notice  of  his  Death, 

And,  fighing,  fwell’d  the  Sea  with  fuch  a  Breaths 
That  to  th’  remote!!  Shores  her  Billows  rowl’d, 
Th’  approaching  Fate  of  their  great  Ruler  told. 


Epitaph  on  Sir  George  Speke, 

"Nder  this  Stone  lies  Virtue,  Youth, 


Unblemilh’d  Probity,  and  Truth: 
Jut!  unto  all  Relations  known, 

A  worthy  Patriot,  pious  Son; 


Whom 
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Whom  neighb’ring  Towns  fo  often  fent. 

To  give  their  Senfe  in  Parliament ; 

With  Lives  and  Fortunes  trufting  one. 

Who  fo  difcreetly  us’d  his  own : 

Sober  he  was.  Wife,  Temperate; 

Contented  with  an  old  Eftate, 

W hich  no  foul  Av’rice  did  increafe. 

Nor  wanton  Luxury  make  lefs. 

While  yet  but  Young,  his  Father  dy’d, 

And  left  him  to  an  happy  Guide: 

Not  Lemuel's  Mother  with  more  Care 
Did  ccupfel  01  inftruft  her  Heir  ; 

Or  teach,  with  more  Succefs,  her  Son, 

The  Vices  of  the  Time  to 'limn. 

An  Heirefs  ice  ;  while  yet  alive. 

All  that  was  het’s  to  him  did  give  r 
And  he  juft  Gratitude  did  Ihow 
To  one  that  had  oblig’d  him  to  ; 

Nothing  too  much  for  her  he  thought,. 

By  whom  he  was  fo  bred  and  taught; 

So  early  made  that  Path  to  tread. 

Which  did  his  Youth  to  Honour  lead. 

His  Ihort  Life  did  a  Pattern  give. 

How  Neighbours,  Husbands,  Friends  Ihou’d  live. 

The  Virtues  of  a  private  Life 
Exceed  the  glorious  Noife  and  Strife 
Of  Battels  won  ;  in  thofe  we  find 
The  folid  Int’reft  of  Mankind. 

H  4 


Approv’d 


i  5:2,  Poems  upon  federal  Qccafions , 

Approv’d  by  all,  and  lov’d  fo  well, 

7 ho’  Young,  like  Fruit  that’s  ripe,  he  fell. 


EPITAPH. 

HERE  lies  Charles  cHndi[h  :  let  the  Marble  Stone? 
That  hides  his  Allies,  make  his  Virtue  known. 
-  Beauty  and  Valour  did  his  Ihort  Life  grace, 

The  Grief  and  Glory  of  his  Noble  Race: 

Early  abroad  he  did  the  World  furvey. 

As  if  he  knew  he  had  not  long  to  flay  3 
Saw  what  Great  ^Alexander  in  the  Eaft, 

And  Mighty  Julius  conquer’d  in  the  Weft  3 
Then  with  a  Mind,  as  great  as  theirs,  he  came 
To  find  at  home  Occafion  for  his  Fame 3 
Where  dark  Ccnfufion  did  the  Nations  hide, 

And  where  the  Jufter  was  the  Weaker  Side. 

Two  Loyal  Brothers  took  their  Sov’reign’s  Part, 
Imploy’d  their  Wealth,  their  Courage,  and  their  Art: 
The  Elder  did  whole  Regiments  afford, 

The  Younger  brought  his  Conduft  and  his  Sword. 
Born  to  Command,  a  Leader  he  begun, 

And  on  the  Rebels  lafting  Honour  won : 

The  Horfe,  inftrufted  by  their  Gen’ral’s  Worth, 
Still  made  the  King  Victorious  in  the  North  : 
Where  Car.dijh  fought  the  Roy alifts  prevail’d, 
Neither  his  Courage  nor  his  Judgment  fail’d  5 


The 
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The  Curient  of  his  Vi&’ries  found  no  flop, 

’Till  Crorr.mel  came,  his  Patty’s  chiefeft  Prop; 

Equal  Succefs  had  fet  thefe  Champions  high. 

And  both  refolv’d  to  Conquer,  or  to  Die.- 
Virtue  with  Rage,  Fury  with  Valour  drove  ; 

But  that  muft  fall  which  is  decreed  Above ! 
Cromtvel,  with  odds  of  Number,  and  of  Fate, 
Remov’d  this  Bulwark  of  the  Church  and  State  j 
Which  the  fad  Ilfue  of  the  War  declar’d, 

And  made  his  Task,  to  ruin  both,  lefs  hard: 

So  when  the  Bank  neglefted  is  o’erthtown. 

The  boundlefs  Torrent  does  the  Country  drown. 
Thus  fell  the  Young,  the  Lovely,  and  the  Brave  5 
Strow  Bays  and  Flowers  on  his  honour’d  Grave. 


Epitaph  on  the  Lady  S  I  D  L  Y. 

HH  RE  lyes  the  Learned  iSawTsHeir, 
So  early  Wife,  and  lading  Fair; 
That  none,  except  her  Years  they  told, 
Thought  her  a  Child,  or  thought  her  Old 
All  that  her  Father  knew  or  got, 

His  Art,  his  Wealth,  fell  to  her  Lot: 

And  ihe  fo  well  improv’d  that  Stock, 

Both  of  his  Knowledge  and  his  Flock; 
Thar  Wit  and  Fortune  reconcil’d. 

In  h#t,  upon  each  other  fmil'd ; 
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While  ihe,  to  ev’ry  well-taught  Mind, 

Was  fo  piopitioufly  inclin’d, 

And  gave  fuch  Title  to  her  Store, 

That  none,  but  th’Ignorant,  were  Poor. 
The  Mufes  daily  found  Supplies 
Both  from  her  Hands,  and  from  her  Eyes  : 
Her  Bounty  did  at  once  engage, 

And  matchlefs  Beauty  warm  their  Rage. 
Such  was  this  Dame  in  calmer  Days, 

Her  Nation’s  Ornament  and  Praife  ; 

But,  when  a  Storm  difturb’d  our  Rell, 

The  Port  of  Refuge  of  th’Opprefr. 

This  made  her  Fortune  underftood, 

■  And  look’d  on  as  fome  publick  Good; 

So  that,  her  Perfon  and  her  State 
Exempted  from  the  common  Fate, 

In  all  our  Civil  Fury  Ihe 
Stood,  like  a  Sacred  Temple,  free. 

May  here  her  Monument  Hand  fo, 

To  credit  this  rude  Age;  and  Ihov; 

To  future  Times,  that  even  we 
Some  Patterns  did  of  Virtue  fee  : 

And  one  fubiime  Example  had 

Of  Good,  among  fo  many  Bad. 
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EPITAPH ,  Vnfinijh'd. 

GReat  Soul !  for  whom  Death  will  no  longer  flay , 
But  fends  in  hafte  to  fnatch  out  Blifs  away. 

O  cruel  Death To  thofe  you  take,  more  kind, 
Than  to  the  wretched  Mortals  left  behind! 

Here  Beauty,  Youth,  and  noble  Virtue  Ihin’d, 

Free  from  the  Clouds  of  Pride  that  fhade  the  Mind. 
Infpired  Verfe  may  on  this  Marble  live; 

But  can  no  Honour  to  thy  Alhes  give. 


Tu  the  King,  upon  His  Majefiy's  Happy 
Return ,  in  the  Tear  1660. 


THE  riling  Sun  complies  with  our  weak  Sight* 
Firft  gilds  the  Clouds,  then  Crews  his  Globe 
of  Light 

At  fuch  a  Diftance  from  our  Eyes,  as  though 
He  knew  what  Harm  his  hafty  Beams  wou’d  do; 

But  your  full  Majesty  once  breaks  forth 
In  the  Meridian  of  Your  Reign,  Yout  Worth, 

Your  Youth,  and  all  the  Splendor  of  Your  State, 
Wrapt  up,  till  new,  in  Clouds  of  adverfe  Fate, 
With  fuch  a  Flood  of  Light  invade  our  Eyes, 

And  our  fpread  Hearts  with  fo  great  Joy  furprize. 
That,  if  Your  Grace  incline  that  we  fliou’d  Live, 
You  muft  not,  SIR,  too  haftily  forgive: 


Stas. 
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Out  Guilt  prefetves  us  from  th’  Excefs  of  Joy, 
Which  fcatters  Spirits,  and  wou’d  Life  deftroy. 

All  are  obnoxious,  and  this  faulty  Land, 

Like  fainting  Heftcr,  does  before  you  ftand, 
Watching  your  Scepter;  the  revolted  Sea 
Trembles,  to  think  ihe  did  your  Foes  obey. 

Great  Britain,  like  blind  Polipbime,  of  late 
In  a  wild  Rage,  became  the  Scorn  and  Hate 
Of  her  Proud  Neighbours,  who  began  to  think, 

She,  with  the  weight  of  her  own  Force,  wou’d  fink; 
But  You  are  come,  and  all  their  Hopes  are  vain. 
This  Giant  Ifle  has  got  her  Eye  again; 

Now  ihe  might  (pare  the  Ocean,  and  oppofe 
Your  Condu&  to  the  fierceft  of  her  Foes  : 

Naked,  the  Graces  guarded  You  from  all 
Bangers  abroad,  and  now  your  Thunder  lhall. 
Princes,  that  faw  you,  diff’rent  Pafiions  prove. 

For  now  they  dread  the  Objett  of  their  Love; 

Nor  without  Envy  can  behold  his  Height, 

Whofe  Converfation  was  their  late  Delight. 

So  Semele,  contented  with  the  Rape 
Of  Jove,  difguifed  in  a  Mortal  Shape, 

-  When  ihe  beheld  his  Hands  with  Lightning  fill’d. 
And  his  bright  Rays,  was  with  Amazement  kill’d. 

And  tho’  it  be  our  Sorrow,  and  our  Crime, 

To  have  accepted  Life  fo  long  a  time 
Without  You  here,  yet  does  this  Abfence  gain 
No  finall  Advantage  to  your  ptefent  Reign: 
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For,  having  view’d  the  Petfons  and  the  Things, 

The  Councils,  State,  and  Strength,  of  Europe's  Kings, 
You  know  your  Work;  Ambition  to  reftrain, 

And  fet  them  Bounds,  as  Heav’ndoes  to  the  Main : 
We  have  You  now  with  ruling  Wifdom  fraught, 
Not  fuch  as  Books,  but  fuch  as  Praftice  taught. 

So  the  loft  Sun,  while  leaft  by  us  enjoy’d, 

Is  the  whole  Night,  for  our  Concern,  imploy’d : 

He  ripens  Spices,  Fruit,  and  precious  Gums, 

Which  from  remoteft  Regions  hither  come. 

This  Seat  of  yours,  from  th’ other  World  remov’d, 
Had  ^Archimedes  known,  he  might  have  prov’d 
His  Engine’s  force ;  fixt  here,  your  Pow’r  and  Skill 
Make  the  World’s  Motion  wait  upon  your  Will. 

Much-fuff’ring  Monarch,  the  firft  Enilifl>  Born, 
That  has  the  Crown  of  thefe  three  Nations  worn! 
How  has  your  Patience,  with  the  barb’rous  Rage 
Of  your  own  Soil,  contended  half  an  Age? 

Till  (your  try’d  Virtue,  and  your  facred  Word, 

At  laft  preventing  your  unwilling  Sword) 

Armies  and  Fleets,  which  kept  You  out  fo  long. 
Own’d  their  great  Sov’reign,  and  redreft  his  Wrong  : 
Whenftraight  the  People,  by  no  Force  compell’d, 
Nor  longer  from  their  Inclination  held. 

Break  forth  at  once,  like  Powder  fet  on  Fire, 

And  with  a  Noble  Rage  their  KING  require. 

So  th’  injur’d  Sea,  which  from  her  wonted  Courfe, 
To  gain  foir.e  Acres,  Avarice  did  force, 


ij-8  Poems  upon  fever  al  Occafms 

If  the  new  Banks,  neglefted  once,  decay. 

No  longer  will  from  her  old  Channel  ftay. 

Raging,  the  late-got  Land  ihe  overflows. 

And  all  that’s  built  upon’t  to  Ruin  goes. 

Offenders  now,  the  chiefeft,  do  begin 
To  ftrive  for  Grace,  and  expiate  their  Sin: 

All  Winds  blow  fair,  that  did  the  World  imbroij, 
Yout  Vipers  Treacle  yield,  and  Scorpions  Oil. 

If  then  fuch  Praife  the  Macedonian  got. 

For  having  rudely  cut  the  Gordian  Knot; 

What  Glory’s  due  to  him,  that  cou’d  divide 
Such  raveli'd  Int’refts,  has  the  Knot  unty’d. 

And  without  Stroke  fo  fmooth  a  Paflage  made, 
Where  Craft  and  Malice  fuch  Obftruttions  laid? 

But  while  we  praife  You,  You  afcribe  it  all 
To  his  high  Hand,  which  threw  the  untoucht  WalL 
Of  felf-demclifh’d  Jericho  fo  low: 

His  Angel  ’twas  that  did  before  You  go. 

Tam’d  Savage  Hearts,  and  made  Affeftions  yield, 
Like  Ears  of  Corn  when  Wind  falutes  the  Field. 

Thus  Patience  Crown’d,  Like  Job's,  Your  Trouble 
Having  your  Foes  to  pardon,  and  your  Friends : 

For,  tho’  your  Courage  were  fo  firm  a  Rock, 

What  private  Virtue  cou’d  endure  the  Shock? 

Like  your  great  Matter,  you  the  Storm  withftood. 
And  pity’d  rhofe  who  Love  with  Frailty  Ihew’d. 

Rude  Indians,  tort’ring  all  the  Royal  Race, 

Kim  with  the  Throne  and  dear-bouglu  Scepter  grace,. 

That 
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That  differs  bell :  What  Region  cou’d  be  found. 
Where  your  Heroick  Head  had  nor  been  crown’d  ? 

The  next  Experience  of  your  mighty  Mind, 

Is,  how  You  combat  Fortune  now  Ihe’s  kind} 

And  this  way  too  You  are  Vidorious  found, 

She  Flatters  with  the  fame  Succefs  the  Frown’d} 
While  to  your  fell’  fevere,  to  others  kind, 

With  Pow’r  unbounded,  and  a  Will  confin’d. 

Of  this  vail  Empire  You  poffefs  the  Care, 

The  fofter  Parts  fall  to  the  People’s  Pnare: 

Safety  and  equal  Government  are  things 
Which  Subjects  make  as  happy  as  their  Kings. 

Faith,  Law,  and  Piety,  that  baniih’d  Train, 
Jufticeand  Truth,  with  You  return  again: 

The  City’s  Trade,  and  Country’s  eafie  Life 
Once  more  firall  Flouriih,  without  Fraud  or  Strife 
Your  Reign  no  lefs  affures  the  Ploughman’s  Peace, 
Than  the  warm  Sun  advances  his  Encreafe} 

Aud  does  the  Shepherds  as  fecurely  keep 
From  all  their  Fears,  as  they  preferve  their  Sheep, 
But  above  all,  the  Mufe-infpired  Train 
Triumph,  and  raife  their  drooping  Heads  again} 
Kind  Heav’n  at  once  has  in  your  Perfon  fent 
Their  facred  Judge,  their  Guard,  and  Argument, 

Nee  mngis  exprejfi  vv.hu  s  per  nnea.  fsguet 
Quazn  per  vat  is  opus  mores,  etaimique  vinrum. 

C Ur  or  urn  apparent - 


On 
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On  St.  James’j  Park ,  as  lately  Improv'd 


by  His  JlPajeJly. 


F  the  firft  Paiadife  there’s  nothing  found. 


Plants  fet  byHeav’n  are  vanifh’d,and  theGround; 
Yet  the  Defcription  lafts:  who  knows  the  Fate 
Of  Lines  that  fliall  this  Patadife  relate? 

Inftead  of  Rivers  rowling  by  the  fide 
Of  Eden' s  Garden,  here  flows  in  the  Tide ; 

The  Sea:  which  always  lerv’d  his  Empire,  now 
Pays  Tribute  to  our  Prince’s  Pleafure  too. 

Of  famous  Cities  we  the  Founders  know; 

But  Rivers,  old  as  Seas  to  which  they  go. 

Are  Nature’s  Bounty;  ’  tis  of  more  Renown 
To  make  a  River,  than  to  build  a  Town. 

For  future  Shade,  young  Trees  upon  the  Banks 
Of  the  new  Stream  appear  in  even  Ranks: 

The  Voice  of  Orpheus,  or  ^Amphion's  Hand, 

In  better  Order  cou’d  not  make  them  ftand ; 

May  they  encreafe  as  fall,  and  fpread  their  Boughs, 
As  the  high  Fame  of  their  great  Owner  grcws  ! 
May  he  Live  long  enough  to  fee  them  all 
Dark  Shadows  calf,  and  as  his  Palace  tall! 
Methinks  I  fee  the  Love  that  fliall  be  made. 

The  Lovers  walking  in  that  am’rous  Shade, 

The  Gallants  dancing  bv  the  River  fide, 

They  bath  in  Summer,  and  in  Winter  Aide. 
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Methinks  I  heat  the  Mufick  in  the  Boats, 

And  the  loud  Eccho  which  returns  the  Notes, 

While  overhead  a  Flock  of  new-fprung  Fowl 
Hangs  in  the  Air,  and  does  the  Sun  confroul: 
Dark’ning  the  Sky  they  hover  o’er,  and  fhrowd 
The  wanton  Sailors  with  a  feather’d  Cloud: 

Beneath  a  Shole  of  Silver  Fiihes  glides. 

And  plays  about  the  gilded  Barges  (Ides; 

The  Ladies  angling  in  the  Chriftal  Lake, 

Eeaft  on  the  Waters  with  the  Prey  they  take; 

At  once  Vi&orioiis  with  their  Lines  and  Eyes, 

They  make  the  Fiihes  and  the  Men  their  Prize; 

A  thoufand  Cupids  on  the  Billows  ride, 

And  Sea-Nymphs  enter  with  the  fwelling  Tide  ; 
From  Thetis  lent  as  Spies  to  make  report, 

And  tell  the  wonders  of  her  Sov’reign’s  Court, 

All  that  can  living  feed  the  greedy  Eye, 

Or  dead  the  Palat,  here  you  may  delcry. 

The  choice!!  things  that  furnilh’d  Noah's  Ark, 

Or  Peter's  Sheet,  inhabiting  this  Park: 

All  with  a  border  of  rich  Fruit-trees  crown’d, 
Whofe  loaded  Branches  hide  the  lofty  Mound. 

Such  various  ways  the  fpacious  Alleys  lead, 

My  doubtful  Mufe  knows  not  what  Path  to  tread. 
Yonder  the  Harveft  of  cold  Months  laid  up, 

Gives  a  frelh  Coolnefs  to  the  Royal  Cup, 

There  Ice,  like  Chryftal,  firm  and  never  loft. 
Tempers  hot  July  with  December's  Froft; 


Winter’s 
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Winter's  dark  Prifon,  whence  he  cannot  fly, 

Tho’  the  warm  Spring,  his  Enemy,  draws  nigh: 
Strange!  What  Extremes  ihou’d  thus  preferve  the- 
High  on  the  ^Alps,  or  in  deep  Caves  below.  [Snow, 
Here  a  well-polifli’d  Mali*  gives  us  the  Joy 
To  lee  our  Prince  his  matchlefs  Force  imploy; 

Kis  Manly  Fofture,  and  his  Graceful  Mien, 

Vigour  and  Youth  in  all  his  Motions  feen, 

His  Shape  fo  Lovely,  and  his  Limbs  fo  Strong, 
Confirm  our  Hopes  we  £hall  obey  him  long : 

No  iooner  has  he  touch’d  the  flying  Ball, 

But  ’ris  already  more  than  half  the  Mall ; 

And  fuch  a  Fury  from  his  Arm  ’c  has  got, 

As  from  a  fmoaking  Culverin  ’twere  Ihot. 

Near  this  myMufe,  what  molt  delights  her,  faee 
A  living  Gallery  of  Aged  Trees; 

Bold  Sons  of  Earth,  that  thruft  their  Arms  fohigh, 
As  if  once  more  they  wou’d  invade  the  Sky. 

In  fuch  green  Palaces  the  firft  Kings  reign’d. 

Slept  in  their  Shades,  and  Angels  entertain’d: 

With  fuch  old  Counfeilors  they  did  advife, 

And  by  frequenting  facred  Groves  grew  Wife; 

Free  from  th’  impediments  of  Light  and  Noife 
Man  thus  retir’d,  his  Nobler  Thoughts  imploys : 
Here  Charles  contrives  the  ord’ring  of  his  States, 
Here  he  refolves  his  neighb’ring  Princes’  Fates: 
What  Nation  lhall  have  Peace,  where  War  be  made. 
Determin’d  is  in  this  orae’lous  Shade : 
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The  Woild,  from  India  to  the  Frozen  Worth’s, 
Concern’d  in  what  this  Solitude  brings  forth. 

His  Fancy  Obje&s  from  this  View  receives, 

The  Profpeft  Thought  and  Contemplation  gives : 
That  Seat  of  Empire  here"  falutes  his  Eye, 

To  which  three  Kingdoms  do  themfelves  app'y. 

The  Structure  by  a  Prelate  rais’d,  Whitehall, 

Built  with  the  Fortune  of  Rome's  Capitol; 

Both  difproportion’d  to  the  prefent  Stare 
Of  their  proud  Founders,  were  approv’d  by  Fate. 
From  hence  he  does  that  antique  Pile  behold, 
Where  Royal  Heads  receive  the  facted  Gold  ; 

It  gives  them  Crowns,  and  does  their  Alhes  keep, 

T  here  made  like  Gods,  like  Mortals  there  they  deep ; 
Making  the  Circle  of  their  Reign  compleat, 

Thofe  Suns  of  Empire,  where  they  rife  they  fet. 
When  others  fell,  this  (landing  did  prefage 
The  Crown  fliou'd  triumph  over  popular  Rage: 

Hard  by  tharHoufe  where  all  our  Ills  were  (liap’d, 
vTh’ aufpicious  Temple  flood,  and  yet  efcap’d. 

So  Snow  on  <s£tna  does  unmelted  lye, 

Whence  rowling  Flames  and  fcatter’d  Cinders  fly; 
The  diftant  Country  in  the  Ruin  (hares,  [fpares. 
What  falls  from  Heav’n  the  burning  Mountain 
Nest  that  capacious  Hall,  he  fees  the  Room 
Where  the  whole  Nation  does  for  Juftice  come; 
Under  whofe  large  Roof  flourilhes  the  Gown, 

And  Judges  grave,  on  high  Tribunals,  frown. 
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Here  like  the  People’s  Pallor  he  does  go. 

His  Flock  fubje&ed  to  his  View  below} 

O11  which  refk&Ing  in  his  mighty  Mind, 

No  private  Paflion  does  Indulgence  find : 

The  Pieafures  of  his  Youth  fufpended  are, 

And  made  a  Sacrifice  to  publick  Care. 

Here,  free  from  Court-compliances,  he  walks. 

And  wi  h  himfelf,  his  bell  Advifer,  talks} 

How  peaceful  Olive  may  his  Temples  ihade, 

For  mending  Laws,  and  for  reftoring  Trade } 

Or  how  his  Brows  may  be  with  Laurel  charg’d, 
For  Nations  Conquer’d,  and  our  Bounds  enlarg’d.: 
Of  ancient  Prudence  here  He  ruminates, 

Of  riling  Kingdoms,  and  of  falling  States } 

What  ruling  Arts  gave  Great  ^Angt*fius  Fame, 

And  how  lAlcidcs  purchas’d  fuch  a  Name. 

His  Eyes  upon  his  Native  Palace  bent 
Clofe  by,  fuggeft  a  greater  Argument, 

His  Thoughts  rife  higher,  when  he  does  refleft 
On  what  the  World  may  from  that  Star  expeft 
Which  at  his  Birth  appear’d,  to  let  us  fee 
Day  for  his  fake  cou'd  with  the  Night  agree } 

A  Prince  on  whom  fuch  different  Lights  did  fmile. 
Born,  the  divided  World  to  reconcile  : 

Whatever  Heav’n,  or  high  extracted  Blood 
Cou’d  promife  or  foretc-1,  he  will  make  good} 
Reform  thefe  Nations,  and  improve  them  more, 
Than  this  fair  Park  from  what  it  was  before. 


Of 
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Of  her  Royal  Highnefs ,  Mother  to  the 
Prince  of  Orange,  and  of  her  Portrait 
written  by  the  late  Dutchefs  of  York  t 
while  She  liv'd  with  Her. 

HEroick  Nymph  !  in  Tempefts  the  Support, 

In  Peace  the  Glory,  of  the  'Bntifh  Court, 
Into  whofe  Arms  the  Church,  the  State,  and  all 
That  Precious  is,  or  Sacred  here,  did  fall. 

Ages  to  come,  that  ihall  your  Bounty  hear. 

Will  think  you  Miftrels  of  ihe  Indies  were: 

Tho’  ftreighter  Bounds  your  Fortune  did  confine, 
In~your  large  Heart  was  found  a  wealthy  Mine; 
Like  the  bleft  Oil,  the  Widow’s  lalting  Feaft, 

Your  Treafure,  as  you  pour’d  it  out,  increas’d. 
While  fome  your  Beauty,  fome  your  Bounty  fing. 
Your  Native  Ifle  does  with  your  Piaifes  ring: 

But  above  all,  a  Nymph  of  your  own  Train, 

Gives  us  your  Character  in  fuch  a  ftr2in. 

As  none  but  She,  who  in  that  Court  did  dwell, 
Cou’d  know  fuch  Worth,  or  Worth  defcribe  fowell. 
So  while  we  Mortals  here  at  Heav’n  do  guefs. 

And  more  our  Weaknefs  than  the  Place  exprefs, 
Some  Angel,  a  Domeftick  there,  comes  down. 

And  tells  the  Wonders  he  hath  feen  and  known. 
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Upon  her  M  A  JEST  Y's  New  Build¬ 
ings  at  Somerset-House. 

GReat  Queen,  that  doft  out  Ifland  blefs, 
With  Princes  and  with  Palaces  ; 

Treated  fo  ill,  chas’d  from  your  Throne, 
Returning,  you  adorn  the  Town, 

And,  with  a  brave  Revenge,  do  itow 
Their  Glory  went,  and  came,  with  you. 

While  Peace  from  hence,  and  you  were  gone, 
Your  Houfes  in  that  Storm  o’erthrown, 

Thofe  Wounds  which  Civil  Rage  did  give. 

At  once  you  Pardon  and  Relieve. 

Conftant  to  England  in  your  Love, 

As  Birds  ate  to  their  wonted  Grove, 

Tho’  by  rude  Hands  their  Nefts  are  fpoil’d, 
There,  'he  next  Spring,  again  they  build. 

Accufing  fome  Malignant  Star, 

Not  Britain ,  for  that  fatal  War; 

Your  Kindnefs  banifties  your  Fear, 

Refolv’d  to  fix  for  ever  here. 

But  what  new  Mine  this  Work  fupplies? 
Can'fuch  a  Pile  from  PvUin  rife! 

This  like  the  firft  Creation  ihows, 

As  if  at  your  Command  it  rofe. 

Frugality,  and  Bounty  too, 

Thoi'e  diff ’ring  Virtues',  meet  in  you; 
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From  a  confin’d  well-manag’d  Store, 

Tou  both  Employ,  and  Feed  the  Poor. 

Let  Foreign  Princes  vainly  boaft 
The  rude  Eftefts  of  Pride  and  Coft, 

Of  vafter  Fabricks,  to  which  they 
Contribute  nothing,  but  the  Pay; 

This,  by  the  Queen  her  felf  defign’d, 

Gives  us  a  Pattern  of  her  Mind, 

The  State  and  Order  does  proclaim 
The  Genius  of  that  Royal  Dame: 

Each  Part  with  juft  Proportion  grac’d, 

And  all  to  fuch  Advantage  plac’d, 

That  the  fair  View  her  Window  yields, 

The  Town,  the  River,  and  the  Fields, 
Entring,  beneath  us  we  defcry. 

And  wonder  how  we  came  fo  high. 

She  needs  no  weary  Steps  afcend.. 

All  feems  before  her  Feet  to  bend ; 

And  here,  as  She  was  Born,  She  lies 
High,  without  taking  Pains  to  rife. 


To  his  IV or  thy  Friend  Sir  T  H  o  M  A  S 
Higgons  upon  his  Tr (inflation  of 
the  Venetian  Triumph. 

TH  E  winged  Lion’s  not  fo  fierce  in  Fight 
As  Lib'n’s  Hand  prefents  him  to  our  Sight ; 

Hot 
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Nor  wou’d  his  Pencil  make  him  half  fo  fierce, 

Or  roar  fo  loud  as  Bufiuello's  Verfe : 

But  your  Tranflation  does  all  three  excel. 

The  Fight,  the  Piece,  and  lofty  TSufihel. 

As  their  fmall  Gallies  may  not  hold  compare 
With  our  Tall  Ships,  whofe  Sails  employ  more  Air, 
So  does  th’  Italian  to  your  Genius  Vail, 

Mov’d  with  a  fuller  and  a  nobler  Gale. 

Thus  while  your  Mufe  fpreads  the  Venetian  Story, 
You  make  all  Europe  emulate  her  Glory  : 

You  make  them  bluff,  weak  Venus  fnou’d  defend 
TheCaufeof  Heav’n,  while  they  for  Words  contend, 
Shed  Chriftian  Blood,  and  populous  Cities  rafe, 
Becaufe  they’re  taught  toufe  fome cliff’ rent  Phrafe. 
If,  lift’ning  to  your  Charms,  we  cou’d  our  Jars 
Compofe,  and  on  the  Turk_  difeharge  thefe  Wars; 
Our  ’Britijh  Arms  the  Sacred  Tomb  might  wreff 
From  Eagan  Hands,  and  triumph  o’er  the  Eaft: 

And  then  you  might  our  own  high  Deeds  recite, 
'And  with  great  TaJJ'o  Celebrate  the  Fight. 


EPI- 
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EPITAPH  to  be  Written  under  the 
Latin  Infcription  upon  the  Tomb  of  the 
Only  Son  of  the  Lord  Andover. 

VTUS  fit  the  £«"#/&  Reader  ftou’d  be  told, 

A  in  our  own  Language,  what  this  Tomb  does 
’Tis  not  a  Noble  Corps  alone  does  lie 
Under  this  Stone,  but  a  whole  Family; 

His  Parents  Pious  Care,  theit  Name,  their  Joy, 
And  all  their  Hope,  lies  bury’d  with  this  Boy; 
This  lovely  Youth,  for  whom  we  all  made  Moan, 
That  knew  his  Worth,  as  he  had  been  oitr  own. 

Had  there  been  Space,  and  Years  enough  allow’d. 
His  Courage,  "Wit,  and  Breeding,  to  have  fhow’d. 
We  had  not  found,  in  all  the  num’rous  Roil 
Of  his  fam'd  Anceftors,  a  greater  Soul : 

His  early  Virtues  to  that  ancient  Stock 

Gave  as  much  Honour,  as  from  thence  he  took. 

Like  Buds  appearing  e'er  the  Frofts  ate  pad, 

To  become  Man  he  made  fuch  fatal  had. 

And  to  Perfection  labour’d  fo  to  climb. 

Preventing  flow  Experience  and  Time, 

That  ’tis  no  wonder  Death  our  Hopes  beguil’d; 
He’s  feldom  Old,  that  will  not  be  a  Child. 
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Inftrudions  to  a  Painter ,  for  the  Draw  • 
ing  of  the  Pojlure  and  Progrefs  of  His 
Majesty’;  Forces  at  Sea,  under 
the  Command  of  His  HiGHNESS- 
Royal:  Together  with  the  Battel 
and  Vidor y  obtain'd  over  the  Dutch, 
June  3,  1665-. 

FIrft  draw  the  Sea,  that  Portion  which  between 
The  greater  World,  and  this  of  ours’  is  feen: 
Here  place  the  Britijh,  there  the  Holland  Eleet, 

Vaft  floating  Armies,  both  prepar’d  to  meet. 

Draw  the  whole  World, expecting  who  fliou’d  Reign, 
After  this  Combat,  o’er  the  conquer’d  Main  ; 

Make  Heav’n  concern’d,  and  an  unufual  Star 
Declare  th’  Importance  of  th’  approaching  War. 

Make  the  Sea  thine  with  Gallantry,  and  all 
The  Englijh  Youth  flock  to  their  Admiral, 

The  valiant  Duke,  whofe  early  Deeds  abroad. 
Such  Rage  in  Fight,  and  Art  in  Conduct  fliow’d  5 
His  bright  Sword  now  a  dearer  Int’reft  draws. 

His  Brother’s  Glory,  and  his  Country’s  Caufe. 

Let  thy  bold  Pencil,  Hope,  and  Coinage  fpread 
Thro’  the  whole  Navy,  by  that  Hero  led ; 

Make  all  appear,  where  fuch  a  Prince  is  by, 
Reviv’d  to  Conquer,  or  refolv’d  to  Die. 
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With  his  Extraction,  and  his  glorious  Mind, 

Make  the  proud  Sails  fweli,  more  than  with  the  Wind: 
Preventing  Cannon,  make  his  louder  Fame 
Check  the  Batavians,  and  their  Fury  tame: 

So  hungry  Wolves,  tho’  greedy  of  their  Prey, 

Stop,  when  they  find  a  Lion  in  their  way. 

Make  him  beftride  the  Ocean,  and  Mankind 
Ask  his  Confenr,  to  ufe  the  Sea  and  Wind : 

While  his  tall  Ships  in  the  barr’d  Channel  ftand. 

He  grafps  the  Indies  in  his  armed  Hand. 

Paint  an  Eaft-wind,  and  make  it  blow  away 
Th’  Excufe  of  Holland  for  their  Navy’s  Stay ; 

Make  them  look  pale,  and,  the  bold  Prince  to  fltun. 
Thro’  the  cold  North  and  rocky  Regions  run. 

To  find  the  Coaft  where  Morning  firft  appears; 

By  the  dark  Pole  the  wary  Belgian  fleers, 

Confefling  now,  he  dreads  the  Englifh  more. 

Than  all  the  Dangers  of  a  frozen  Shore; 

While  from  our  Arms,  Security  to  find, 

They  fly  fo  far,  they  leave  the  Day  behind. 

DefcLbe  their  Fleet  abandoning  the  Sea, 

And  all  their  Merchants  left  a  wealthy  Prey; 

Our  firft  Succefs  in  War  make  Bacchus  crown. 

And  half  the  Vintage  of  the  Year  our  own. 

The  Dutch  their  Wine,  and  all  their  Brandy,  lofe;  1 
Difarm’ d  of  that,  from  which  their  Courage  grows: 
While  the  glad  Englifi,  to  relieve  their  Toil, 

In  Healths  to  their  great  Leader  drink  the  Spoil. 

1  i  His 
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His  high  Command  to  -Africkjs  Coaft  extends 
And  make  the  Moors  before  the  Englijh  • bend; 
Thofe  baib’rous  Pirates  willingly  receive 
Conditions,  fuch  as  we  are  pleas’d  to  give. 
Defected  by  the  Dutch,  let  Nations  know, 

We  can  our  own,  and  their  great  Bufinefs  do ; 
Falfe  Friends  chaftife,  and  common  Foes  retrain, 
Which,  wotfe  than  Tempefts,  did  infeft  the  Main. 
Within  thofe  Streights  make  Holland's  Smtrna  Fleet 
With  a  fmall  Squadron  of  the  Englijh  meet ; 

Like  Falcons  thefe,  thofe  like  a  num’rous  Flock 
Of  Fowl,  which  fcatter  to  avoid  the  Shock. 

There  paint  Confufion  in  a  various  Shape, 

Some  fink,  fome  yield,  aud  flying  fome  efcape: 
Europe  and  -Africa  from  either  Shoar 
Speftators  are,  and  hear  our  Cannon  roar; 

While  the  divided  World  in  this  agree, 

Men  that  fight  fo,  deferve  to  rule  the  Sea. 

But,  nearer  home,  thy  Pencil  ufe  once  more, 

And  place  our  Navy  by  the  Holland  Shore ; 
TheWorldthey  compafs’d,  while  they  fought  with 
But  here  already  they  refign  the  Main. 

Thofe  greedy  Mariners,  out  of  whofe  way 
Difrufive  Nature  cou’d  no  Region  lay. 

At  home  preferv’d,  from  Rocks  and  Tempefts  lie, 
Compell’d,  like  others,  in  their  Beds  to  die. 

Their  finglc  Towns  th’  Iberian  Armies  preft, 

We  all  their  Provinces  at  once  invert, 
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And  in  a  Month  ruin  their  Traffick  more, 

Than  that  long  War  cou’d  in  an  Age  before. 

But  who  can  always  on  the  Billows  lief 
The  watry  Wildernefs  yields  no  Supply; 

S  preading  our  Sails,  to  Harwich  we  reforr, 

And  meet  the  Beauties  of  the  Britijh  Court; 

T  h' Illuftrious  Dutchefs,  and  her  Glorious  Train, 
Like  Thetis  with  her  Nymphs,  adorn  the  Main; 
The  gazing  Sea-gods,  fince  the  Paphian  Queen 
Sprung  from  among  them,  no  fuch  Sight  had  feen; 
Charm’d  with  the  Graces  of  a  Troop  fo  fair, 

Thofe  deathlefs  Pow’rs  for  us  themfelves  declare. 
Refolv’d  the  Aid  of  Neptttm’s  Court  to  bring. 

And  help  the  Nation  where  fuch  Beauties  fpring; 
The  Soldier  here  his  wafted  Store  fupplies, 

And  takes  new  Valour  from  the  Ladies  Eyes: 

Mean  while,  like  Bees  when  ftormy  Winter’s  gene. 
The  Dutch  (as  if  .the  Sea  were  all  their  own) 

Defert  their  Ports,  and  falling  in  their  Way, 

Our  Hamburgh  Merchants  are  become  their  Prey; 
Thus  flourilh  they,  before  th’ approaching  Fight, 

As  dying  Tapers  give  a  blazing  Light. 

To  check  their  Pride,  our  Fleet  half  viftual’d  goes. 
Enough  to  ferve  us  ’till  we  reach  our  Foes, 

Who  now  appear  fo  numerous  and  bold. 

The  Aftion  worthy  of  our  Aims  we  hold ; 

A  greater  Force  than  that  which  here  we  find. 

Ne’er  prefs’d  the  Ocean,  nor  employ’d  the  wind. 

I  3  Eeftrain’d 
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Reftrain’d  a  while  by  the  unwelcome  Night, 

Th’ impatient  Englifh  fc.uce  attend  the  Light. 

But  now  the  Mowing,  Keav’n  feverely  clear. 

To  the  fierce  Work  indulgent  does  appear; 

And  Phoebus  lifts  above  the  Waves  his  Light, 

That  he  might  fee,  and  thus  record  the  Fight. 

As  when  loud  Winds  from  different  Quarters  ruih, 
Vaft  Clouds  incountring,  one  another  cruih; 

With  fwelling  Sails,  fo  from  their  fev’ral  Coafts, 
Join  the  Batavian  and  the  Britijh  Hofts. 

For  a  lefs  Prize,  with  lefs  Concern  and  Rage, 
The  Homan  Fleets  at  ^ASlium  did  Engage  ; 

They  for  the  Empire  of  the  World  they  knew, 
Thefe  for  the  Old  contend,  and  for  the  New. 

At  the  firft  Shock,  with  Blood  and  Powder  ftain’d. 
Nor  Heav’n,  nor  Sea,  their  former  Face  retain’d: 
Fury  and  Art  produce  Effefts  fo  ftrange. 

They  trouble  Nature,  and  her  Vifage  change. 
Where  burning  Ships  the  baniih’d  Sun  fupply. 

And  no  Light  Urines  but  that  by  which  Men  die  5 
There  T  0  appears,  fo  Prodigal  is  he 
Of  Royal  Blood,  as  Ancient  as  the  Sea, 

Which  down  to  him  fo  many  Ages  told, 

Has  thro’  the  Veins  of  mighty  Monarchs  roll’d. 

The  great  ^Achilles  march’d  not  to  the  Field, 

Till  Vulcan  that  impenetrable  Shield 

And  Arms  had  wrought ;  yet  there  no  Bullets  flew, 

lu:  Shafts  and  Darts,  which  the  weak  Phrygian s  threw. 

Our 
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Out  bolder  Hero  on  the  Deck  does  fland 
Expos’d,  the  Bulwark  of  his  Native  Land, 
Defentive  Arms  laid  by,  as  ufelels  here. 

Where  ir.afiy  Balls  the neighb'ring  Rocks  do  tear; 
Some  Pow’r  unfeen  thole  Princes  does  proteft. 
Who  for  their  Country  thus  themlelves  negleft. 

Againft  Him  firft  Opdam  his  Squadrons  leads, 
Proud  of  his  late  Succels  againft  the  Swedes, 

Made  by  that  Aftion,  and  his  high  Command, 
Worthy  to  periih  by  a  Prince’s  Hand. 

The  tall  Batavian  in  a  vaft  Ship  rides, 

Eearing  an  Army  in  her  hollow  Sides; 
let  not  inclin’d  the  Englijh  Ship  to  board. 

More  on  his  Guns  relies  than  on  his  Sword, 

Prom  whence  a  fatal  Volly  we  receiv’d. 

It  mifs’d  the  Duke,  but  His  Great  Heart  it  griev’d ; 
Three  worthy  Perfons  from  his  Side  it  tore. 

And  dy’d  his  Garment  with  their  fcatter’d  Gore. 

Happy !  to  whom  this  glorious  Death  arrives, 
More  to  be  valu’d  than  a  thouland  Lives! 

On  fuch  a  Theatre,  as  this,  to  Die, 

Por  fuch  a  Caufe,  and  fuch  a  Witnefs  by ! 

Who  wou'd  not  thus  a  Sacrifice  be  made. 

To  have  his  Blood  on  fuch  an  Altar  laid ? 

The  reft  about  him  ftruck  with  Horror  flood. 

To  fee  their  Leader  cover’d  o’er  with  Blood: 

So  trembled  Jacob,  when  he  thought  the  Stains 
Of  his  Son’s  Coat  had  ifliied  from  his  Veins. 
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He  feels  no  Wound,  but  in  his  troubled  Thought  ; 
Before  for  Honour,  now  Revenge,  he  fought  ; 

His  Friends  in  Pieces  torn,  the  bitter  News 

Not  brought  by  Fame,  with  his  own  Eyes  he  views  ; 

His  Mind  at  once  reflefting  on  their  Youth, 

Their  Worth,  their  Love,  their  Valour,  and  theirTruth, 
The  Joys  of  Court,  their  Mot  hers  and  their  Wives, 
To  follow  him,  abandon’d,  and  their  Lives : 

He  ftorms  and  Ihoors;  but  flying  Bullets  now. 

To  execute  his  Rage,  appear  too  flow; 

They  mil's,  or  fweep  but  common  Souls  away; 

For  fuch  a  Lofs,  Qpdctm  his  Life  muft  pay : 
Encouraging  his  Men,  he  gives  the  Word, 

With  fierce  Intent  that  hated  Ship  to  Board, 

And  make  the  guilty  Dutch,  with  his  own  Arm, 
Walton  his  Friends,  while  yet  their  Blood  is  warm. 
His  winged  Veflel  like  an  Eagle  Ihows, 

When  thro’  the  Clouds  to  trufs  a  Swan  Ihe  goes: 
The  Belgian  Ship  unmov’d,  like  feme  huge  Rock 
Inhabiting  the  tea,  expe&s  the  Shock. 

From  both  the  Fleets  Mens  Eyes  are  bent  this  way, 
Negle&ing  all  the  Bufinefs  of  the  Day; 

Bullets  their  Flight,  and  Guns  theirNoife  fufpend, 
The  filent  Ocean  does  th’  Event  attend, 

Which  Leader  Ihall  the  doubtful  Vift’ry  blefs, 

And  give  an  Earned  of  the  War’s  Succefs; 

When  Heav’n  it  felf,  for  England  to  declare, 

Turns  Ship,  and  Men,  and  Tackle  into  Air. 


Their 


Poems  upon  feveral  Occetfions.  177 

Their  new  Commander  from  his  Charge  is  toft, 
Which  that  young  Prince  had  fo  unjuftly  loft, 
Whofe  great  Progenitors,  with  better  Fate, 

And  better  Conduct,  fway'd  their  Infant  State. 

His  Flight  tow’rdsHeav’n  th’afpiring  Belgian  took. 
But  fell  like  Phaeton  with  Thunder  ftrook; 

From  vafter  Hopes,  than  his,  he  feem’d  to  fall. 
That  durft  attempt  the  Briti/h  Admiral  : 

From  herBroadfides  a  ruder  Flame  is  thrown, 

Than  from  the  fiery  Chariot  of  the  Sun: 

That  bears  the  radiant  Enfign  of  the  Day, 

And  ihe  the  Flag  that  governs  in  the  Sea. 

The  Duke  ill  pleas’d  that  Fire  ftiou'd  thus  prevent 
The  Work  which  for  his  brighter  Sword  he  meant. 
Anger  ftill  burning  in  his  valiant  Bread, 

Goes  to  compleat  Revenge  upon  the  reft. 

So  on  the  guardlefs  Herd,  their  Keeper  flain, 

Ruihes  a  Tyger  in  the  Lyb:an  Plain. 

The  Dxtch,  accuftom’d  to  the  raging  Sea, 

And  in  black  Storms  the  Frowns  of  Heav’n  to  fee. 
Never  metTempeft  which  more  urg’d  their  Fears, 
Than  that  which  in  the  Prince’s  Look  appears. 
Fierce,  Goodly,  Young,  Mars  herefembles,  when 
Jove  lends  him  down  to  fcoutge  perfidious  Aten, 
Such  as  with  foul  Ingratitude  have  paid, 

Both  thofe  that  led,  and  thofe  that  gave  them  Aiif. 

Where  he  goes  on,  difpoling  of  their  Fates, 
Terror  and  Death  on  his  loud  Cannon  wait. 

1  s 
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With  which  he  pleads  his  Brother’s  Caufe  fo  well. 
He  ihakes  the  Throne  to  which  he  does  appeal. 

The  Sea  with  Spoils  his  angry  Bullets  ftrow, 
Widows  and  Orphans  making  as  they  go; 

Before  his  Ship,  Fragments  of  Veflels  torn, 

Flags,  Arms,  and  "Belgian  C arcades  are  Born, 

And  his  defpairing  Foes,  to  Flight  inclin’d, 

Spread  all  their  Canvas  to  invite  the  Wind: 

So  the  rude  Boreas,  where  he  lifts  to  blow, 

Makes  Clouds  above,  and  Billows  fly  below; 
Beating  the  Shoar,  and  with  a  boift’rous  Rage, 
Does  Heav’n  at  once,  and  Earth,  and  Sea  ingage. 
The  Dutch,  elfewhere,  did  thro’  the  watry  Field 
Perform  enough  to  have  made  others  yield ; 

But  Englifh  Courage,  growing  as  they  fight. 

In  Danger,  Noife,  and  Slaughter  takes  delight; 
Their  bloody  Task,  unweary’d  ftill,  they  ply, 

Only  reftrain’d  by  Death,  or  Viftory. 

Iron  and  Lead,  from  Earth’s  dark  Entrails  torn, 
like  Show’rs  of  Hail  from  either  Side  are  born  ; 
So  high  the  Rage  of  wretched  Mortals  goes. 
Hurling  their  Mother’s  Bowels  at  their  Foes. 
Ingenious  to  their  Ruin,  ev’ry  Age 
Improves  the  Arts  and  Inftruments  of  Rage  ; 
Death-haft’ning  Ills  Nature  enough  has  fent, 

And  yet  Men  ftill  a  thoufand  more  invent. 

But  Bacchus  now,  which  led  the  Belgians  on 
So  fierce  at  firft,  to  favour  us  begun  ; 
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Brandy  and  Wine,  their  wonted  Friends,  at  length 
Render  them  ufelefs,  and  betray  their  Strength. 

So  Corn  in  Fields,  and  in  the  Garden  Flow’rs, 
Revive,  and  raife  themfelves  with  mod’rare  Showr’s ; 
But  over-charg’d  with  never-ceafing  Rain, 

Become  tpo  moift,  and  bend  their  Heads  again. 

Their  reeling  Ships  on  one  another  fall, 

Without  a  Foe  enough  to  ruin  all: 

Of  this  Diforder,  and  the  fav’iing  Wind, 

The  watchful  Englifh  fuch  Advantage  find. 

Ships  fraught  with  Fire  among  the  Heap  they  throw. 
And  up  the  fo  intangl’d  Belgians  blow ; 

The  Flame  invades  the  Powder-Rooms,  and  then 
Their  Guns  ihoot  Bullets,  and  their  Veflels  Men: 
The  fcorcht  Batavians  on  the  Billows  float, 

Sent  from  their  own  to  pafs  in  Charon’s  Boat. 

And  how  out  Royal  Admiral,  Succefs, 

With  all  the  Marks  of  Victory,  does  blefs; 

The  burning  Ships,  the  taken,  and  the  flain 
Proclaim  his  Triumph  o’er  the  conquer’d  Main. 

Neater  to  Holland  as  their  hafty  Flight 
Carries  the  Noife  and  Tumult  of  the  Fight, 

Kis  Cannons  roar,  Foreiunner  of  his  Fame, 

Makes  their  B  gy.e  tremble,  and  their  ^Amfterdam  : 
The  Brltijh  Thunder  does  their  Houles  rock. 

And  the  Duke  feems  at  ev’ry  Doot  to  knock. 

His  dreadful  Streamer,  like  a  Comet’s  Hair, 
Thre;.tr.ing  Deftruit Lon,  haftens  their  Defgair, 

Makes 
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Makes  them  deplore  their  fcatter’d  Fleet  as  loft, 
And  fear  our  prefent  Landing  on  their  Coaft. 

The  trembling  Dutch  th’approaching  Prince  behold. 
As  Sheep  a  Lion  leaping  tow’rds  their  Fold; 

Thole  riles  which  ferve  them  to  repel  the  Main, 
They  think  too  weak  his  Fury  to  reftrain. 

What  Wonders  may  not  Englipi  Valour  work. 

Led  by  th’  Example  of  Victorious  T  0  \KJ 
Or  what  Defence  againft  him  can  they  make, 
Who  at  fuch  diftance  does  their  Country  lhake? 
His  fatal  Hand  their  Bulwarks  will  o’erthrow. 

And  let  in  both  the  Ocean  and  the  Foe. 

Thus  cry  the  People,  and  their  Land  to  keep. 
Allow  our  Title  to  command  the  Deep; 

Blaming  their  State’s  ill  Conduct,  to  provoke 
Thole  Arms  which  freed  them  from  the  Spani/h  yoke. 

Painter,  excufe  me,  if  I  have  a  while 
Forgot  thy  Art,  and  us’d  another  Stile; 

For  tho’  you  draw  Arm’d  Heroes  as  they  fit, 

The  Task  in  Battel  does  the  Mufes  fit; 

They  in  the  dark  Confufion  of  a  Fight 
Difcover  all,  inftruCt  us  how  to  Write, 

And  Light  and  Honour  to  brave  Aftions  yield. 

Hid  in  the  Smoak  and  Tumult  of  the'  Field. 

Ages  to  come  llrall  know  that  Leader’s  Toil, 
And  his  Great  Name  on  whom  the  Mufes  finilej. 
Their  Dictates  here  let  thy  fam’d  Pencil  trace, 

And  this  Relation  with  thy  Colours  grace. 


Then 
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Then  draw  the  Parliament,  the  Nobles  met. 

And  out  Great  Monarch,  high  above  them  fet; 
Like  Young  Augujtut  let  his  Image  be. 

Triumphing  for  that  Victory  at  Sea, 

Where  Egypt's  Queen,  and  Eaflern  Kings  o’erthrown. 
Made  the  PoiTefiion  of  the  World  his  own. 

Laft,  draw  the  Commons  at  his  Royal  Feet, 
Pouring  out  Treafure  to  fupply  his  Fleet; 

They  vow  with  Lives  and  Fortunes  to  maintain 
Their  King’s  Eternal  Title  to  the  Main, 

And  with  a  Prefent  to  the  Duke  approve 
His  Valour,  Conduit,  and  his  Country’s  Love. 


To  the  KIN  G. 


Reat  Sir,  difdain  not  in  this  Piece  to  ftand, 


xj  Supieam  Commander  both  of  Sea  and  Land: 
Thofe  which  inhabit  the  Celeftial  Bow’r, 

Painters  exprefs  with  Emblems  of  their  Pow’r; 
The  Club  ^ilcidcs,  Phoebus  has  his  Bow, 

Jove  has  his  Thunder,  and  yout  Navy  You. 

But  Your  great  Providence  no  Colours  here 
Can  reprefeut,  not  Pencil  draw  that  Cate 
Which  keeps  you  waking,  to  1' cure  out  Peace, 
The  Nation’s  Glory,  and  our  Trade’s  Increafe  ; 


You 
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You  for  thefe  Ends  whole  Days  in  Council  fit, 
And  the  Diversions  of  your  Youth  forget. 

Small  were  the  Worth  of  Valour  and  of  Force, 
If  your  high  Wifdom  govern’d  not  thcit  Courfe; 
You  as  the  Soul,  as  the  firft  Mover  You, 

Vigour  and  Life  on  ev’iy  Part  bellow: 

How  to  build  Ships,  and  dreadful  Ord’nance  call, 
Indraft  the  Artifls,  and  reward  their  Haft. 

So  Jove  himfelf,  when  Typhon  Heav’n  does  brave, 
Defcends  to  vtfit  Vulcan’s  fmoaky  Cave, 

Teaching  the  Brawny  Cyclops  how  to  frame 
His  Thunder,  mixt  with  Terror,  Wrath,  and  Flame. 
Had  the  old  Greeks  difeover’d  Your  Abode, 

Crete  had  not  been  the  Cradle  of  their  God, 

On  that  fmall  Ifland  they  had  look’d  with  Scorn, 
And  in  Great  Brit  aits  thought  the  Thund’rer  born. 


To  QUEEN  CATHARINE, 
upon  Her  Jtdajefiy  s  Birth-Day ,  after 
Her  Happy  Recovery  from  a  Dange¬ 
rous  Sicknefs. 

FArewel  the  Year,  which  threaten’d  fo 
The  fair  eft  Light  the  World  can  flto'.v; 
Welcome  the  New,  whole  ev’ry  Day, 
JUftoring  what  was  fnatch’d  away 
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By  pining  Sicknefs  from  the  Fair, 

That  matchlefs  Beauty  does  repair. 

So  faft,  that  the  approaching  Spring, 

Which  does  to  flow’ry  Meadows  bring 
What  the  rude  Winter  from  them  tore, 

Shall  give  her  all  ihe  had  before. 

But  we  recover  not  fo  faft 
The  Senfe  of  fuch  a  Danger  paft; 

We  that  efteem’d  You  fent  from  Heav'n, 

A  Pattern  to  this  Ifland  giv’n, 

To  Ihew  us  what  the  Blefs’d  do  there, 

And  what  alive  they  prattis’d  here; 

When  that  which  we  Immortal  thought. 

We  law  fo  near  Deftrutlion  brought. 

Felt  all  which  you  did  then  endure, 

And  tremble  yet,  as  not  lecure: 

So  tho’  the  Sun  Vr&orkrus  be. 

And  from  a  dark  Eclipfe  fet  free, 

Th’  Influence  which  we  fondly  fear, 

Afflifts  our  Thoughts  the  foll’wing  Year. 

But  that  which  may  Relieve  our  Care 
Is,  that  You  have  a  Help  fo  near 
For  all  the  Evil  you  can  prove, 

The  Kindnefs  of  Your  Royal  Love: 

He  that  was  never  known  to  Mourn, 

So  many  Kingdoms  from  him  torn; 

His  Tears  referv’d  for  You,  more  dear, 

More  pris’d  than  all  thofe  Kingdoms  were: 

For 
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For  when  no  healing  Art  prevail’d. 

When  Cordials  and  Elixirs  fail’d. 

On  your  pale  Cheek  he  dropt  the  Show’r, 
Reviv’d  you  like  a  dying  Elow’r. 

Nunc  itaque  &  verfus  ir  cetera  ludicra  pone. 

Quid  verum,  atque  decern,  euro,  £r  7 ego,  &  omuls 
in  hoc  [urn. 


PROLOGUE  for  the  Lady  jltlors. 

A  Maze  us  not  with  that  Majeftick  Frown, 

But  lay  afide  the  Greatnefs  of  your  Crown  ; 
And  for  that  Look,  which  does  your  People  awe. 
When  in  your  Throne  and  Robes  you  give  ’em  Law, 
Lay  it  by  here,  and  give  a  gentler  Sniue, 

Such  as  we  fee  great  Jove's  in  Picture,  while 
He  liftens  to  y polio's  charming  Lyre, 

Or  judges  of  the  Song  he  does  infpire. 

Comedians  on  the  Stage  ihew  all  their  Skill, 

And  after  do  as  Love  and  Fortune  will. 

We  are  lefs  careful,  hid  in  this  Difguife ; 

In  our  own  Cloaths  move  ferious,  and  more  wife. 
Modeft  at  home,  upon  the  Stage  more  bold, 

We  feem  v/arm  Lovers,  ;ho’  our  Breads  be  cold. 

A  Fault  committed  here  deferves  no  Scorn, 

If  we  act  well  the  Parts  to  which  we’re  born. 
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Sung  by  Mrs.  Knight,  to  her  Majejly 
Queen  Catharine,  on  Her  Birth-Day. 

THIS  happy  Day  two  Lights  are  feen, 

A  Glorious  Saint,  a  Matchlefs  Queen, 

.  Both  nam’d  alike,  borh  Crown’d  appear, 

The  Saint  above,  th’  Infanta  here. 

May  all  thofe  Years  which  Catharine 
The  Martyr  did  for  Heav’n  refign, 

Be  added  to  the  Line 
Of  your  bleft  Life  among  us  here. 

For  all  the  Pains  that  She  did  feel. 

And  all  the  Torments  of  her  Wheel, 

May  you  as  many  Pleafures  ihare; 

May  Heav’n  it  felf  content 
With  Catharine  the  Saint. 

Without  appearing  old, 

An  hundred  times  may  You, 

With  Eyes  as  bright  as  now. 

This  welcome  Day  behold. 
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PROLOGUE. 


Q  Carce  /hon'd  me  have  the  Holdnefs  to  pretend. 

So  long  lenown'd  a  Tragedy  to  mend  ; 

Had  not  already  feme  defer v'd  your  Praife 
With  lik?  Mttempt.  Of  all  our  elder  Plays, 

This  and  Philaftei  have  the  Imdefi  Fame: 

Great  are  their  Faults ,  and  glorious  is  their  Flame. 
In  both  our  Engliih  Genius  is  exprejl ; 

Lofty  and  bold,  but  negligently  drefi. 

^ ibove  our  Neighbours  our  Conceptions  are: 

But  fault lefs  Writing  is  th’effeCl  of  Care. 

Our  Lines  reform'd,  and  not  compos'd  in  ha/le ; 

Poll  fil'd  like  Marble,  wou'd  like  Marble  lafi. 

"But  as  the  prcfent,  fo  the  laft  Mge  writ-. 

In  both  roe  find  like  Negligence  and  Wit. 

Were  me  but  lefs  indulgent  to  our  Faults, 

And  Patience  had  to  cultivate  our  Thoughts, 

Our  Mufe  uiou' d  fiourijh,  and  a  nobler  "Page 
Wou'd  honour  this,  than  did  he  Grecian  Stage. 

Thus  fays  our  Mtttbor,  not  content  to  fee 
That  Others  -write  as  carelefly  as  He. 

The'  he  pretends  not  to  make  things  compleaf, 

Tet,  to  pleafe  Lou,  he'd  have  the  Poets  fujeat. 


In 


PROLOGUE. 

In  this  old  Play,  what's  new,  we  have  exprcft 
In  rhimtng  Verfe,  dbftinguifh' d  from  the  reft  ; 
That,  as  the  Rhofne  its  hafty  Way  does  makp, 
Not  mingling  Waters,  thro'  Geneva’*  Lake: 
So,  having  here  the  different  Stiles  in  view, 
Ton  may  compare  the  former  with  the  new. 

If  we  lefs  rudely  ftiall  the  Knot  unty. 

Soften  the  KJgour  of  the  Tragedy  j 
Sind  yet  preferve  each  Perjon's  Character  : 

Then  to  the  Other,  This  you  may  prefer. 

‘Tis  left  to  you  :  The  Boxes  and  the  Pit 
^ Are  Sov’ reign  Judges  of  this  fort  of  Wit. 

In  other  things  the  knowing  Mrtift  may 
judge  better  than  the  People  •  but  a  Play, 
Made  for  Delight,  and  for  no  other  life, 

Jf  yen  Approve  it  not,  has  no  Excufe. 
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Maid's  Tragedy  Alter'd. 

Enter  Evadne,  with  a  Page  of  Honour. 


E  v  A  D  N  E. 

Mintor  loft,  it  were  as  vain  a  thing. 


As  ’tis  prodigious,  to  betray  the  King. 
Compell  d  by  Threats,  to  take  that  bloody  Oath, 
And  the  Aft  ill,  I  am  abfolv’d  by  both. 

This  Illand  left,  with  Pity  I’ll  look  down 
On  the  King’s  Love,  and  fierce  Mdantius'  Frown. 
Thefe  will’to  both  my  Kefolution  bring: 

Page,  give  Mdantius  that,  this  to  the  King. 


[Exit  Pt.ge  with  the  Letters. 


Under  how  hard  a  Fate  are  Women  bom ! 
Priz’d  to  their  Kuin,  or  expos’d  to  Scorn! 

If  we  want  Beauty,  we  of  Love  defpair; 

And  are  befieg’d  like  Frontier  Towns,  if  fair, 
r  he  Pow’r-of  Princes  Armies  overthrows  : 
What  can  our  Sex  againft  fitch  Force  oppofe? 


Love- 
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Love  and  Ambition  have  an  equal  Share 
In  their  vaft  Treasures;  and  it  cofts  as  dear 
To  ruin  us,  as  Nations  to  fubdue: 

But  we  are  faulty,  tho’  all  this  be  true. 

For  Towns  are  ftarv’d,  or  batter’d,  e’er  they  yield  j 
But  we,  perfwaded,  rather  than  compell’d, 

For  things  fuperfluous  negleft  our  Fame, 

And  weakly  render  up  our  felves  to  Shame. 

Oh!  that  I  had  my  Innocence  again, 

My  untouch’d  Honour :  But  I  wilh  in  vain. 

The  Fleece,  that  has  been  by  the  Dyer  ftain’d. 
Never  again  its  native  Whitenefs  gain’d. 
Th’unblemilh’d  may  pretend  to  Virtue’s  Crown  : 
’Tis  Beauty  now  muft  perfeft  my  Renown. 

With  that  I  govern’d  him  that  rules  this  Ifle; 

’Tis  that  which  makes  me  triumph  in  the  Spoil, 
The  Wealth  I  bear  from  this  exhaufted  Court, 
Which  here  my  Bark  Hands  ready  to  tranfport. 

In  narrow  Hhodes  I’ll  be  no  longer  pent; 

But  aft  my  Part  upon  the  Continent  : 

aticl^  Kings  ihall  fee  my  Beauty’s  Prize, 
My'fltining  Jewels,  and  my  brighter  Eyes. 

Frinees  that  fly,  their  Scepters  left  behind. 
Contempt  or  Pity,  where  they  travel,  find: 
TheEnligns  of  our  Pow’r  about  we  bear; 

And  ev’ry  Land  pays  Tribute  to  the  Fair. 

So  ihines  the  Sun,  tho’  hence  remov’d,  as  clear 
When  his  Beams  warm  tlr’ Antipodes,  as  here.  [Exit. 

Enter 
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Enter  Melantius,  with  a  Letter  in  his  Hand. 
She's  gone  to  peiifh,  if  the  Gods  be  juft; 

The  Sea’s  not  vaft  enough  to  quench  her  Luft. 

The  ftanding  Regiments,  the  Fort,  the  Town, 

All  but  this  wicked  Sifter,  are  our  own. 

Oh  that  I  cou’d  but  have  furptiz’d  the  Wretch, 
E’er  fhe  that  watry  Element  did  reach. 

Twice  falfe  Evadne,  fpightfully  forfworn  1 
That  fatal  Beaft  like  this  I  wou’d  have  torn. 

[ Tears  the  Paper  with  Furj, 
But  this  Defign  admits  of  no  Delay ; 

And  our  Revenge  muft  find  fome  fpeedy  way. 

I’ll  found*  Lucippus,  he  has  always  paid 
Refpeft  to  my  Deferts  :  Cou’d  he  be  made 
To  join  with  us,  we  might  preferve  the  State; 
And  take  Revenge,  without  our  Country’s  Fate. 

He  loves  his  Brother;  but  a  prefent  Crown 
Cannot  but  tempt  a  Prince  fo  near  the  Throne. 
He’s  full  of  Honour:  tho’  he  like  it  not, 

*f  once  he  fwear,  he’ll  not  reveal  the  Plot.  [Exit. 
Enter  the  King  alone'.  ~ 

Mflantius  falfe  !  it  cannot  be:  And  yet. 

When  I  remember  how  I  merit  it. 

He  is  prefented  to  my  guilty  Mird 
Lefs  to  his  Duty,  than  Revenge,  inclin’d. 

’Tis  not  my  Nature  to  fufpeft  my  Friends, 

Or  think  they  can  have  black  malicious  Ends; 
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’Tis  doing  Wrong  creates  fuch  Doubts  as  thefe, 
Renders  us  jealous,  and  deftroys  our  Peace. 

Happy  the  Innocent,  whofe  equal  Thoughts 
Are  free  from  Anguith,  as  they  are  from  Faults. 
Enter  a  Page  -with  a  Letter. 

P.ge.  ’Tis  from  Evaint,  Sir.  [Exit. 

King.  Why  Ihou’d  fhe  ufe 
Her  Pen  to  me?  ’tis  fome  important  News! 

ffeads  the  Letter. 

From  on  Board  my  Patch. 

[Strangely  dated.] 

WHich  is  novo  hearing  me  away  from  the  "Page 
of  my  offended  Brothers :  I  tvifh  you  -were  as 
fafe  from  their  Tfevenge.  They  aim  at  your 
Life,  and  made  me  fwear  to  take  it.  They  have  got 
the  F *rt,  and  are  affured  of  the  Inclinations,  both  of 
the  Soldiers  and  Citizens.  My  firft  Prayer  is  to  the 
Cods,  for  your  Prefervation  :  my  next  to  your  Majep.y, 
that  if  they  return  to  their  Duty,  you  mist'd  afford 
them  your  Grace. 

’Tis  no  feign'd  Tale  Catlianax  has  told  5 
The  gteat  Melantius  is  as  falfe  as  bold. 

The  Crown  we  hazard,  when  at  home  we  flay, 
And  teach  our  Forces  others  to  obey. 

Conduit  of  Armies  is  a  Prince’s  Art; 
d  when  a  Subjed  aits  that  Royal  Parr, 
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As  he  in  Glory  rifes  we  grow  lefs, 

While  our  Arms  profper,  ruin’d  by  Succefs : 

For  in  a  Court  what  can  fo  dreadful  be. 

As  one  more  glorious  than  our  felves  to  fee! 

Enter  Melantius  and.  Lucippus. 

Such  is  the  General: . To  Lucippus  Ear 

What  ’tis  he  trufts,  I’ll  ftep  alide  and  hear. 

Luc.  How  am  I  caught  with  an  unwary  Oath, 
Not  to  reveal  the  Secret,  which  I  loath! 

To  ftain  my  Confcience  with  my  Brother’s  Blood, 
To  be  a  King!  No,  not  to  be  a  God. 

He  that  with  Patience  can  fuch  Treafon  hear, 

Tho’  he  content  not,  has  a  guilty  Ear. 

Unto  thy  felf  pronounce  the  Name  of  KJngi 
That  Word  will  keep  thee  from  fo  foul  a  thing. 
Mel.  Sir,  your  fond  Care  and  Kindnefs  comes 
too  late. 

To  fave  your  Brother,  or  prevent  my  Hate: 

The  People  mutiny,  the  Fort  is  mine. 

And  all  the  Soldiers  to  my  Will  incline: 

Of  his  own  Servants  he  has  loft  the  Heart, 

And  in  the  Court  1  have  the  nobler  Part. 

Unto  your  felf  pronounce  the  Name  of  KJngi 
That  Word  will  tell  you  ’tis  no  trivial  thing 
That  you  are  offer’d :  Do  not  ftorm  and  frown 
At  my  Endeavours  to  preferve  the  Crown; 

Wear  it  your  felf:  Occafio.n  will  not  ftay; 

’Tis  loft,  unlefs  you  take  it  while  you  may. 

K  t  Tumult 
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Tumult  and  Ruin  will  o’erwhelm  the  State; 

And  you’ll  be  guilty  of  your  Country’s  Fate. 

Luc.  [  a  fide.  ]  Some  form’d  Defign  againft  the 
King  is  laid ; 

Let’s  try  how  far  our  Reafon  may  perfwade. 

To  him.]  The  Crown  you  value  fo,  my  Brother  bears 
Upon  his  Head,  and  with  it  all  the  Cares; 

While  I  enjoy  th’  advantage  of  his  State, 

And  all  the  Crown  can  give,  except  the  weight. 
Long  may  he  reign,  that  is  fo  far  above 
All  Vice,  all  Paflion,  but  Exccfs  cf  Love. 

And  can  th’  Effeds  of  Love  appear  fo  ftrange. 

That  intoBeafts  our  greateft  Gods cou’d  change? 

Mel. The  deathlefs  Gods, when  they  commit  a  Rape, 
Difguis’d  a  while,  again  refume  their  Shape: 

But  Princes  once  turn’d  into  Beafts,  remain 
For  ever  fo ;  and  ihou’d,  like  Beafts,  be  ilain. 

Lac.  Tho’  more  in  Years,  you  have  a  Miftrefs  Hill ; 
And  for  that  Fault  wou’d  you  your  Sov’raign  kill  ? 
Love  is  the  Frailty  of  Heroic  Minds  ; 

And,  where  great  Virtues  are,  our  Pardon  finds. 
Brutes  may  be  chaft;  Pidgeons,  Swans  and  Doves, 
Are  more  confin’d,  than  we  are,  in  their  Loves. 
Juftice  and  Bounty,  in  a  Prince,  are  things 
That  Subjeds  make  as  happy  as  their  Kings. 

Will  you  contrad  the  Guilt  of  Royal  Blood  ? 

And  rob  your  Country  of  her  chiefett  Good? 

Mel.  Of  one,  whofe  Luft  His  Family  has  ftain’d  5 
whofe  good  Conduft  he  fecuiely  reign’d. 
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Luc.  Of  one,  whofe  Choice  firft  made  your 
Valour  known. 

And  with  whofe  Armies  you  have  got  Renown, 
’Tis  all  the  Gratitude  Subje&s  can  ihew. 

To  bear  with  Patience  what  their  Princes  do. 

Mel.  Yet  Rry.tus  did  not  let  Proud  Tarquin  ’feape. 
Luc.  The  Prince  his  Son  was  guilty  of  a  Rape. 
For  Joys  extorted  with  a  violent  Hand, 

Revenge  is  juft,  and  may  with  Honour  ftand. 

But  ihou’d  a  Prince,  becaufe  he  does  comply 
With  one  that’s  Fair,  and  not  unwilling,  die? 

Or  is  it  fit  the  People  fcou’d  be  taught 
Your  Sifter’s  Frailty,  with  my  Brother’s  Fault? 

Mel.  Let  her  be  known  unchaft;  fo  it  be  laid. 
That  he  that  durft  perfwade  her  to’t  is  dead. 

Luc.  The  King  has  wrong’d  you:  Is  it  j’uft  that  you 
Mifchief  to  me  and  the  whole  Nation  do? 

Mel.  Rather  than  not  accomplilh  my  Revenges 
Juft,  or  unjuft,  I  wou’d  the  World  unhinge. 

Luc.  Yet  of  all  Virtues,  Juftice  is  the  belt: 
Valour  without  it,  is  a  common  Peft. 

Pirates  and  Thieves,  too  oft  with  Courage  grac’d, 
Shew  us  how  ill  that  Virtue  may  be  plac’d. 

’Tis  our  Complexion  makes  us  chaft  or  brave; 
Juftice  from  Reafon,  and  from  Heav’n,  we  have : 
All  other  Virtues  dwell  but  in  the  Blood, 

That  in  the  Soul,  and  gives  the  Name  of  Good. 

K  3 
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Juftice,  the  Queen  of  Virtues,  you  defpife, 

And  only  tude  and  favage  Valour  prize. 

To  your  Revenge  you  think  the  King,  and  all 
That  Sacred  is,  a  Sacrifice  fliou’d  fall  .• 

The  Town  be  ruin’d,  and  this  Ille  laid  wafte, 

Only  becaufe  your  Sifier  is  not  chafte. 

Can  you  expeft,  that  {he  Ihou’d  be  fo  fage 
To  rule  her  Blood,  and  you  not  rule  your  Rage? 
Both  foul  Diftempers  are;  but  your’s  the  worfe, 
Lefs  Pleafure  has,  and  brings  the  greater  Curfe. 

Mel  In  idle  Rhodes  Philofophers  arc  bred, 

And  you,  young  Prince,  are  in  their  Morals  read. 
Nor  is  it  hard  for  one  that  feels  no  Wrong, 

For  patient  Duty  to  employ  his  Tongue. 

Opprefiion  makes  Men  mad,  and  from  their  Breaft 
All  Reafon  does,  and  Senfe  of  Duty,  wreft. 

The  Gods  are  fafe,  when  under  Wrongs  we  groan. 
Only  becaufe  we  cannot  reach  their  Throne. 

Shall  Princes  then,  that  are  but  Gods  of  Clay, 
Think  they  may  fafely  with  our  Honour  play  ? 
Reward  a  Soldier’s  Merit  with  a  Stain 
To  his  whole  Race,  and  yet  fecurely  reign? 
Farewell  I  know  fo  brave  a  Prince  will  fcora 
To  tell  the  Secret,  unto  which  he’s  fworn. 

Luc.  [a fid'.]  I  promis’d  Secrecy,  but  did  not  fay 

1  wou’d  look  tamely  on. - MeUntius ,  ftay : 

You  have  my  Promife,  and  my  hafty  Word 
Reftrains  my  Tongue,  but  ties  not  up  my  Sword. 

Of 
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Of  other  Virtues  tho’  you  are  bereft 

By  your  wild  Rage,  I  know  your  Valour’s  left. 

Swear  not  to  touch  my  Brother,  or  with  fpeed 
Behind  the  Caftle-wall  let’s  meet.  Mel.  Agreed. 

.  [Exit  Lucippus. 
Mel.  His  well  known  Virtue,  and  his  conftant  Love 
To  his  bad  Brother,  may  the  People  move.- 
I’ll  take  th’  occafion,  which  he  gives,  to  bring 
Him  to  his  Death,  and  then  defttoy  the  King. 

[Exit  Melantius. 

Enter  the  King  as  difcn'tring  bimfetf. 

King.  O  1  what  an  Happinefs  it  is  to  find 
A  Friend  of  our  own  Blood,  a  Brother  kind 
A  Prince  fo  good,  fo  juft,  fo  void  of  Fear, 

Is  ol  more  value  than  the  Crown  1  wear. 

The  Kingdom  offer’d,  if  he  wou'd  engage, 

He  has  refus’d  with  a  becoming  Rage. 

For  fuch  a  Brother,  to  th’ Immortal  Gods 
Mote  Thanks  I  owe,  than  for  the  Crown  of  Rlndts. 
Happy  this  I  fie,  with  filch  k  Hero  bleftl 
What  Virtue  dwells  not  in  his  Loyal  Bread! 

Enter  Strato. 

Stra.  Sir,  we  are  loft  ,  Melantius  has  the  Fort, 
And  the  Town  rifes  to  aflault  the  Court, 

Where  they  will  find  the  ftrengeftpart  their  own: 

If  you’ll  preferve  your  felf,  you  muft  be  gone. 

I  have  a  Garden  opens  to  the  Sea, 

From  whence  I  can  your  Majefty  convey 

*4  TO* 
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To  fome  near  Friend. 

UQ»g.  Tliere  with  yoar  Shallop  flay. 
The  Game’s  not  loft;  I  have  one  Card  to  play. 
Suffer  not  Diphihts  to  leave  the  Court, 

But  bid  him  prefently  to  me  refort.  [£*.  Strata, 
Had  not  this  Challenge  ftopt  th’  impendent  Fate, 
We  muft  have  periih’d  with  the  ruin’d  State. 

Forts,  Soldiers,  Citizens,  of  all  bereft. 

There’s  nothing  but  our  private  Valour  left! 

If  he  furvive,  I  have  not  long  to  reign; 

But  he  that’s  injur’d,  lhou’d  be  fairly  flain : 

The  People  for  their  Darling  wou’d  repine, 

If  he  ihou’d  fall  by  any  Hand  but  mine. 

Lefs  wife  than  valiant,  the  vain  Man  is  gone 
To  fight  a  Duel,  when  his  Work  was  done. 

Shou’d  I  command  my  Guards  to  find  him,  where 
He  meets  my  Brother,  and  deftroy  him  there, 

All  hope  of  Peace  wou’d  be  for  ever  loft ; 

And  the  wild  Rabble  wou’d  adore  his  Ghoft. 

Dead,  than  alive,  he  wou’d  do  greater  harm, 

And  the  whole  Ifland,  to  revenge  him,  arm. 

So  popular,  fo  mighty  have  I  made 

This  fighting  Man,  while  1  liv’d  in  the  Shade. 

But’twas  a  double  Fault,  toraife  him  fo, 

And  then  Diihonour  on  his  Houfe  to  throw. 

Ill -govern’d  Paffions  in  a  Prince’s  Breaft, 

Hazard  his  private,  and  the  publick  Reft. 

Slaves  to  our  Paffions  we  become,  and  then 
It  grows  impoffible  to  govern  Men, 
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But  Errors,  not  to  be  recall’d,  do  find 
Their  beft  Redrefs  from  Prefence  of  the  Mind. 
Courage  our  greateft  Failings  does  fupply. 

And  makes  all  good,  or  handfomely  we  dye. 

Life  is  a  thing  of  common  ufe,  by  Heav’n 
As  well  to  Infefts  as  to  Princes  giv’n, 

But,  for  the  Crown,  ’tis  a  more  facicd  thing: 

I’ll  dying  lofe  it,  or  I’ll  live  a  King. 

Enter  Diphilus. 

Come,  Diphilus,  we  mnft  together  walk, 

And  of  a  matter  of  Importance  talk. 

Diph.  \_afide.~]  What  Fate  is  this'.  Had  he  flay’d 
half  an  Hour, 

The  riling  Town  had  freed  me  from  his  Pow’r. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  into  a  Field :  Into  which  enter 
Lucippus  and  Melantius,  with  Svcords  drawn. 

Mel.  Be  yet  advis’d,  th’  injurious  King  foifakej 
Death,  or  a  Scepter,  from  Melantius  take. 

Luc.  Be  thou  advis’d,  thy  black Defign  forfake} 
Death,  or  this  Counfel,  iiom.Lucippus  take. 

Mel.  Youth  and  vain  Confidence  thy  Life  betray: 
Thro’  Armies  this  has  made  Melantius’  way. 

Luc.  Drawn  for  your  Prince,  that  Sword  r.ou’d 
Wonders  do ; 

The  better  Caufe  makes  mine  the  ftarpet  now- 
Thy  brutal  Anger  does  the  Gods  defy} 

Kings  are  their  Care:  Refume  thy  Loyalty, 

K  i  @t 


202  The  Maid? s  Tragedy  Altered. 

Oi  from  thy  guilty  Head  I’ll  pluck  the  Bays, 

And  all  thy  Triumphs  lhall  become  my  Praife, 

Mel.  That  lhall  be  quickly  try’d. 

Enter  the  Kgng  with  Diphilus. 

KJng.  With  Sword  in  Hand, 
Like  a  good  Brother,  by  your  Brother  Hand. 

Diph.  Glad  that  your  Pleafure  lies  this  noble  way, 
I  never  did  more  willingly  obey. 

King.  Thy  Life,  Mclnntius ,  I  am  come  to  take, 
Of  which  foul  Treafon  does  a  Forfeit  make. 

To  do  thee  Honour,  I  will  Ihed  that  Blood, 

Which  the  juft  Laws,  if  I  were  faultlefs,  ihou’d. 

Mel.  ’Tis  bravely  urg'd,  Sir ;  but,theirGuards  away. 
Kings  have  but  fmall  advantage  of  the  Law. 

K>ng.  Having  infring’d  the  Law,  I  wave  my  Right 
As  King,  and  thus  fubmit  my  felf  to  fight. 

Why  did  not  you  your  own  fierce  Hand  employ. 

As  1  do  mine,  and  tell  the  Reafon  why? 

A  Subjett  Ihou’d  be  heard  before  he’s  flain; 

And  does  lefs  Right  belong  to  us  that  Reign? 

Mel.  If,  as  unjuft,  Icou’d  have  thought  you  brave, 
This  way  1  chofen  had  Revenge  to  have. 

A  way  fo  noble,  that  I  muft  confefs 
Already  1  begin  to  hate  you  lefs. 

So  unexpefted,  and  fo  brave  a  thing, 

Makes  me  remember  that  you  are  a  King. 

And  I  cou’d  rather  be  contented,  fince 
He  challeng’d  fiift,  to  combat  with  that  Prince  ; 

That 
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That  fo,  a  Brother  for  a  Sifter  chang’d, 

We  may  be  of  your  wanton  Pride  reveng’d. 

K.ing.  ’Twas  I  that  wrong’d  you,  youmy  Life  have 
No  Duel  ever  was  more  juftly  fought.  fought, 
We  both  have  reafon  for  our  fatal  Wrath; 

Nor  is  it  fit  the  World  Ihou’d  hold  us  both. 

Lucippus  to  the  KJ,ng  apart. 

Me  for  what  nobler  ufc  can  you  referve, 

Than  thus  the  Crown  from  Danger  to  pteferve? 
Members  expofe  themfelves,  to  favc  the  Head? 
This  way  he  fhall  be  fatisfy’d,  or  dead. 

Melantitts  to  his  Brother  apart. 

Tho’  foul  Injuftice  Majefty  did  ftain, 

This  noble  Carriage  makes  it  bright  again. 

When  Kings  with  Courage  aft,  lomcthing  divine. 
That  calls  for  Rev’rence ,  does  about  them  fhine. 

Dtfh.  Were  we  born  Princes,  we  cou’dnot  expe£i> 
lor  an  Affront  receiv’d,  greater  Rcfpeft. 

They  that  with  fharpeft  Injuries  are  ftung, 

If  fairly  fought  withal,  forget  the  Wrong 
A  thoufand  Pities,  fuch  a  Royal  Pair 
Shou’d  run  this  hazard,  for  a  wanton  Fair '. 

Mel.  Let  us  fight  fo,  as  to  avoid  th’  Extream 
Either  of  fearing,  or  of  killing  them. 

Lucippus  apart  to  his  Brother. 

Sir,  you  fhou’d  wield  a  Scepter,  not  a  Sword; 

Not  with  your  Weapon  kill,  but  with  your  Word. 
The  Gods  by  others  execute  their  Will.  [kili- 
JQng.  YscHsav’n  does  oft  with  it’s  own  -Thunder 
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And  when  Necelfity  and  Right  command, 

A  Swoid  is  Thunder  in  a  Sov’reign’s  Hand. 

Let  us  difpatcb,  left  any  find  us  here, 

Before  we  fight  ;  or  they  grow  lefs  fevere. 

[Here  they  all  Fight. 

Lttcippus  to  the  Kjng. 

Hold,  Sir,  they  only  guard,  and  ftill  give  Place. 
To  them.  Fight  us  as  Enemies,  or  ask  for  Grace. 

Mel.  I  never  thought  I  cou’d  Expedient  fee. 

On  this  fide  Death,  to  right  our  Family. 

The  Royal  Sword  thus  drawn,  has  cur’d  a  Wound 
For  which  no  other  Salve  cou’d  have  been  found. 
Tour  Brothers  now  in  Arms  our  felves  we  boaft, 

A  Satisfa&ion  for  a  Sifter  loft. 

The  Blood  of  Kings  expos’d,  walhes  a  Stain 
Cleaner,  than  thoufands  of  the  Vulgar  flain. 

You  have  our  Pardon,  Sir :  and  humbly  now. 

As  Subjetts  ought,  we  beg  the  fame  of  you. 

[Here  they  both  kneel. 

Tardon  our  guilty  Rage;  which  here  takes  end, 
For  a  loft  Sifter,  and  a  ruin’d  Friend. 

Ijtc.  Let  your  great  Heart  a  gracious  Motion  feel 
Is’t  not  enough,  you  fee  Melantius  kneel  ? 
i’ll  be  a  Pledge  for  both;  they  ihall  be  true 
As  heretofore  ;  and  you  lliall  truft  ’em  too. 

His  Loyal  Arm  Ihall  ftill  fupport  the  State, 

And  you  no  more  provoke  fo  juft  a  Hate. 

Ring.  Rife,  brave  Melantius,  I  thy  Pardon  figBc 
With  as  much  Joy  as  1  ana  proud  of  mine. 
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sVife,  valiant  Dipbiltts ;  I  hope  you’ll  both 
Forget  my  Fault,  as  I  ihall  your  juft  Wrath. 

Diph.  Valour  reveal’d  in  Princes  does  redeem 
Their  greateft  Faults,  and  crowns  them  with  Efteem. 
Ufe  us  with  Honour  and  we  are  your  Slaves, 

To  bleed  for  you,  when  leaft  Oecafton  craves. 

King.  With  Honour  and  with  Truft  this  Land  fhalf 
After  my  Brother,  none  fo  great  as  you.  [know. 
Enter  the  King’*  Guards. 

Mel.  If  thefe  approach  us,  Sir,  by  yout  Command, 
Take  back  your  Pardon,  on  our  Guard  we  ftand. 

The  King  jlepi  between  'em. 

KLng ■  What  over-diligence  has  brought  you  here? 
Guard.  Such  as  you’ll  pardon  when  theNewsyou 
Amintor  is  retir’d,  Afpafia  gone.;  Qhear. 

And  a  ftrange  Humour  does  poffefs  the  Town: 
They  arm  apace,  Sir,  and  aloud  declare 
Things  which  we  dare  not  whifper  in  your  Ear. 
The  Council  met,  your  Guards  to  find  you  fent. 
And  know  your  Pleafure  in  this  Exigent. 

This  honour’d  Perfon  you  might  juftly  fear. 

Were  he  not  Loyal,  and  amongft  us  here: 

They  fay  his  Merit’s  ill  return’d,  and  cry. 

With  great  Melantius  they  will  live  and  die. 

Mel.  Sir,  not  your  Po  w’r,  but  Virtue,  made  me  bow; 
For  all  he  tells  you,  I  did  kneeling  know. 

Tbo’  now  the  faithfull’ft  of  your  Subjefts,  we 
Have  been  the  Caufe  of  all  this  Mutiny. 
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Go  comfort.  Sir,  Mrointor ,  while  we  run 
To  flop  the  Rage  of  this  revolting  Town; 

And  let  them  know  the  Happinefs  they  have 
In  fuch  a  Royal  Pair,  fo  juft,  fo  brave. 

Lend  me  your  Guards,  that  if  Perfwafion  fail, 
Force  may  againft  the  Mutinous  prevail.  j-a 
King  [to  the  Guards.]  Go,  and  obey,  with  as  exaift 
All  his  Commands,  as  if  our  felf  were  there. 
[Mfide.']  He  that  depends  upon  another,  mill! 
Oblige  his  Honour  with  a  boundlefs  Truft. 

[Exeunt  King  and  Lucippus. 
Mel.  How  frail  is  Man  1  how  quickly  changed  are 
Our  V/rath  and  Fury  to  a  Loyal  Care! 

This  drawn  but  now  againft  my  Sov’reign’s  Breaft, 
Before  ’tis  Iheath’d,  ihall  give  him  Peace  and  Reft. 

[Exeunt  "Brothers  and  Guards. 
The  SCENE  changes  into  a  Eoreft. 

Enter  Afpafia. 

Mfp.  They  fay  wild  Beads  inhabit  here; 

But  Grief  and  Wrong  fecure  my  Fear. 

Compar’d  to  him  that  does  refufc, 

A  Tyger’s  kind,  for  he  purfues. 

To  be  forfaken’s  worfe  than  torn; 

And  Death  a  lefler  Ill  than  Scorn. 

No  Foreft,  Cav$,  or  Savage  Den 
Holds  more  pernicious  Beafts  than  Men. 

Vows,  Oaths,  and  Contradls  they  devife, 

And  tell  us,  they  are  Sacred  Tics : 


And 
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And  fo  they  are  in  our  Efteem  3 
But  empty  Names,  defpis’d  by  them. 

Women  with  ftudy’d  Arts  they  vex: 

Ye  Gods,  deftroy  that  impious  Sex ! 

And  if  there  tnuft  be  fome  t’  invoke 
Your  Pow’rs,  and  make  your  Altars  fmoke. 

Come  down  your  felves,  and  in  their  Place 
Get  a  more  Juft  and  Nobler  Race: 

Such  as  the  old  World  did  adorn, 

When  Hero’s  like  your  felves  were  born. 

But  this  I  wiih  not  for  ^Afpafta's  fakej 
For  ilte  no  God  wou’d  for  ^Amintar  take. 

The  Heart,  which  is  our  Pafiion’s  Seat, 

Whether  we  will  or  no,  does  beat : 

And  yet  we  may  lupprefs  our  Breath  : 

This  lets  us  fee  that  Life  and  Death 
Are  in  our  Pow’r ;  but  Love  and  Hate, 

Depend  not  on  our  Will,  but  Fate. 

My  Love  was  lawful,  when  ’twas  born; 

Their  Marriage  makes  it  merit  Scorn. 

Evadne's  Husband  ’tis  a  Fault 
To  love,  a  Blemiih  to  my  Thought ! 

Yet  twilled  with  my  Life;  and  1, 

T  hat  cannot  faultlefs  live,  will  die. 

Oh  1  that  fome  hungry  Bead  wou’d  com i, 

And  make  himfelf  lAfpafia'  sTomb! 

If  none  accept  me  for  a  Prey, 

Death  muft  be  found  fome  other  way. 
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In  colder  Regions  Men  compofe 
Poifon  with  Art ;  but  here  it  grows. 

Not  long  fince,  walking  in  the  Field, 

My  Nurfe  and  I,  we  there  beheld 
A  goodly  Fruit  j  which  tempting  me, 

I  wou’d  have  pluck’d ;  but,  trembling,  Ihs, 
Whoever  eat  thofe  Berries,  cry’d. 

In  lefs  than  half  an  Hour  dy’d. 

Some  God  dired  me  to  that  Bough, 

On  which  thofe  ufeful  Berries  grow  !  [Ex! b. 

Enter  Amintor  alone. 

Amin .  Repentance,  which  became  Evadne  fo, 
V/ou’d  no  lefs  handfome  in  Amixtor  ihow. 

•She  ask’d  me  Pardon ;  but  Afpafia,  I, 

Injur’d  alike,  fuft'er  to  pine  and  die. 

’Tis  faid,  that  Ihe  this  dang’rous  Foreft  haunts, 

And  in  fad  Accents  utters  her  Complaints. 

If  overtaken,  e’er  fhe  periih,  I 

Will  gain  her  Pardon,  or  before  her  die. 

Not  ev’ry  Lady  does  from  Virtue  fall ; 

Th’ injurious  King  does  not  polfefs  them  all. 

Weill  deferv’d  Evadne’s  Scorn  to  prove, 

That  to  Ambition  facrific’d  my  Love. 

Fools  that  confult  their  Avarice  or  Pride  ! 

To  chufe  a  Wife,  Love  is  our  nobleft  Guide.  [£.«>» 
Enter  AfpaCa  alone,  -with  a  Bough  full  of 
fair  Berries. 

Afp.  This  happy  Bough  ihall  give  Relief, 

Not  to  my  Hunger,  but  my  Grief. 
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The  Birds  know  how  to  chufe  their  Fare, 

To  peck  this  Fruit  they  all  forbear. 

Thofe  chearful  Singers  know  not  why 
They  Ihou’d  make  any  hafte  to  dyer 

And  yet  they  Couple - Can  they  know 

What  ’tis  to  Love,  and  not  know  Sorrow  too i 
’Tis  Man  alone  that  willing  dyes; 

Beafts  are  lefs  Wretched,  or  lefs  Wife. 

How  lovely  thefe  ill  Berries  Ihew! 

And  fo  did  falfe  ^Amintor  too. 

Heav’n  wou'd  enfnare  us !  who  can  ’fcapc 
When  fatal  things  have  fuch  a  Shape? 

Nothing  in  vain  the  Gods  create, 

This  Bough  was  made  to  haften  Fate. 

’Twas  in  Companion  of  our  Woe, 

That  Nature  firft  made  Poifons  grow; 

For  hopelefs  Wretches,  fuch  as  I, 

Kindly  providing  Means  to  dye. 

As  Mothers  do  their  Children  keep. 

So  Nature  feeds,  and  makes  us  fleep: 

The  indifpos’d  fhe  does  invite 
To  go  to  Bed,  before  ’tis  Night. 

Death  always  is  to  come,  or  pafl: 

If  it  be  ill,  it  cannot  laft. 

Sure  ’tis  a  thing  was  never  known; 

For  when  that’s  prefent,  we  are  gone. 

’Tis  an  imaginary  Line, 

Which  does  our  Being  here  confine.. 


Dead 
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Dead  we  lhall  be,  as  when  unborn; 

And  then  I  knew  nor  Love,  nor  Scorn. 

Bur  fay  we  are  to  live  elfewhere, 

What  has  the  Innocent  to  fear?  v. 

Can  1  be  treated  worfe  than  here  ?  \ 

Juftice  from  hence  long  lince  is  gone, 

And  reigns  where  I  lhall  be  anon. 

Enter  Amintor. 

Mm.  ’Tis  Ihe;  thole  fatal  Berries  Ihew 
The  Mifchief  Ihe’s  about  to  do. 

Women  are  govern’d  by  a  ftubborn  Fate: 

T  heir  Love’s  infuperable,  as  their  Hate. 

No  Merit  their  Averlion  can  remove ; 

Nor  ill  Requital  can  efface  their  Love. 

Mfp.  Like  Slaves  redeem’d,  Death  fets  us  free 
From  Paflion,  and  from  Injury. 

The  Living,  chain’d  to  Fortune’s  Wheel, 

In  Triumph  led,  her  Changes  feel: 

And  Conquerors  kept  Poifons  by, 

Prepar’d  for  her  Inconftancy. 

Bays  againft  Thunder  might  defend  their  Brow: 

But  againft  Love  and  Fortune  here’s  the  Bough. 

[Here  [be  puts  feme  of  the  Berries  to  her  Mouth. 
Amintor  /hikes  the  'Berries  out  of  her  Hand,  mid 
/hatches  the  Bough. 

Mm.  Ralh  Maid,  forbear ;  and  lay  thofe  Berries  by, 
Or  give  them  him  that  has  defetv’d  to  dye. 

Mfp.  What  double  Cruelty  is  this?  Wou’d  you, 
That  made  me  wretched,  keep  me  always  fo  ? 
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Evxdne  has  you :  let  Afpafia  have 
The  common  Refuge  of  a  quiet  Grave  ; 

If  you  have  Kinduefs  left,  there  fee  me  laid: 

To  bury  decently  the  injur’d  Maid, 

Is  all  the  Favour  that  you  can  bellow, 

Or  I  receive - Pray  render  me  my  Bough. 

^b.No  lefs  than  you,  was  your  ^iminter  wrong’d  ; 
The  faife  Evxdne  to  the  King  belong’d. 

You  had  my  Promife,  and  my  Bed  is  free; 

I  may  be  your’s,  if  you  can  pardon  me. 

Afp.  Your  Vows  to  her  were  in  the  Temple  made* 
The  facred  Altar  witnefs’d  what  you  faid. 

xAm.  The  Pow’rs  above  are  to  no  place  confin’d. 
But  ev’ry  w  here  hear  Promifes  that  bind. 

The  Heav’n,  the  Air,  the  Earth,  and  boundlefsSea, 
Make  but  one  Temple  for  the  Deity  : 

That  was  a  Witnefs  to  my  former  Vow; 

None  can  Amintor  juftly  claim,  but  you. 

Who  gives  himfelf  away  the  fecond  time. 

Creates  no  Title,  but  commits  a  Crime. 

*Afp.  Icou’dhave  dy’dbutonce;  but  this  believ’d, 
I  may,  alas  1  be  more  than  once  deceiv’d. 

Death  was  the  Port,  which  I  almoft  did  gain. 

Shall  I  once  more  be  toft  into  the  Main  } 

By  what  new  Gods,  Amintor,  will  you  fwear.? 

By  the  fame  Gods,  that  have  been  fo  fevere; 

By  the  fame  Gods,  the  Juftice  of  whofe  Wrath 
Punifli’d  th’  Inflation  of  my  former  Faith. 
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May  ev’ry  Lady  an  Evadne  prove. 

That  a  all  divert  me  from  Aftafia’s  Love  I 
^4 ft.  If  ever  you  ihou’d  prove  unconftant  now, 

I  a  all  remember  where  thofe  Berries  grow. 

■dm.  My  Love  was  always  conftant;  but  the  King, 
Mclantius ’  Friendfhip,  and  that  fatal  thing 
Ambition,  me  on  proud  Evadne  threw; 

And  made  me  cruel  to  my  felf,  and  you: 

But  if  you  ftill  diftruft  my  Faith,  I  vow 
Here  in  your  Prefence  I’ll  devour  the  Bough. 

Alp.  / hatching  the  Bough  from  him  : 

Raft  Man,  forbear!  but  for  fome  Unbelief, 

My  Joy  had  been  as  fatal  as  my  Grief: 

The  fuddcn  News  of  unexpected  Blifs, 

Would  yet  have  made  a  Tragedy  of  this. 

Secure  of  my  Amintor ,  ftill  I  fear 
Evadne's  mighty  Friend,  the  King. 

Am.  He’s  here. 

Enter  the  King,  and  bis  Brother ,  to  them. 

King,  turning  to  his  Brother: 

How  ihall  I  look  upon  that  noble  Youth, 

So  full  of  Patience,  Loyalty,  and  Truth? 

The  fair  Aftafia  I  have  injur’d  too, 

The  guilty  Author  of  their  double  Woe. 

My  Paffion’s  gone,  and  Reafon  in  her  Throne,  ] 
Amaz’d  I  fee  the  Mifchiefs  1  have  done. 

After  a  Tempeft,  when  the  Winds  are  laid. 

The  calm  Sea  wonders  at  the  Wracks  it  made. 
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Am.  Men  wrong’d  by  Kings  impute  it  to  their  Fate, 
And  Royal  Kindnefs  never  comes  too  late: 

So  when  Heav’n  frowns,  we  think  our  Anger  vain; 
Joyful  and  thankful  when  it  fmiles  again. 

Taking  Afpafia  by  the  Hand. 

This  Knot  you  broke,  be  pleas’d  again  to  bind. 
And  we  lhall  both  forget  you  were  unkind. 

King.  May  you  be  happy,  and  your  Sorrows  paft. 
Set  off  thafe  Joys  I  wilh  may  ever  laft. 

Giving  the  Letter : 

Read  this,  Amintor. 

Am.  Evadne  fled  ’.  Afpafia,  now 
You’ll  have  no  more  occalion  for  your  Bough. 

Enter  a  Me Jf eager. 

Mejf.  MeUntius,  Sir,  has  let  the  People  know 
How  juft  you  are,  and  how  he’s  grac’d  by  you. 
The  Town’s  appeas’d,  and  all  the  Air  does  ring 
With  Repititions  of  Long  live  the  King. 

Luc.  Sir,  let  us  to  the  Sacred  Temple  go. 

That  you  are  fafe  our  Joys  and  Thanks  to  fliow. 

KinS-  Of  all  we  offer  to  the  Pow’rs  above. 

The  fweeteft  Incenfc  is  fraternal  Love: 

Like  the  rich  Clouds  that  rife  from  melted  Gums, 
It  fpreads  it  felf,  and  the  whole  lfle  perfumes. 
This  facred  Union  has  preferv’d  the  State ; 

And  from  all  Tempeft  Hall  fecure  our  Fate: 

Like  a  well-twifted  Cable,  holding  fall 
The  anchor’d  VeiTc!  in  the  loudeft  Blaft. 


EPb 


EPILOGUE, 


Spoken  by  the  KIN  G. 


H  E  fierce  Melantius  ocas  content,  you  fee. 


1  The  Kmg  film'd  live  :  lee  not  more  fierce  than  he'. 
Too  long  indulgent  to  fo  rude  a  Time, 

When  Love  was  held  fiu  capital  a  Crime, 

That  a  Crown'd  Head  cou'd  no  Companion  find. 

But  dy'd,  becaufe  the  Killer  had  been  kind. 

Nor  is't  left  ftrange  fuch  mighty  Wits  as  thofie 
Shnu'd  ufie  a  Style  in  Tragedy,  like  Profit. 

Well  foundingVerfe,  where  Princes  tread  the  Stage, 
Should  fpealgt heir  Virtue,  or  defier ibe  their  'fiage. 

By  the  loud  Trumpet,  which  our  Courage  aids. 

We  learn  that  Sound,  as  well  as  Senfie,  perfinades! 
iAnd  Vcrfies  are  the  potent  Charms  we  ufie, 

Her  lick  Thoughts  and  Virtue  to  infiufie. 

When  next  we  ail  this  Tragedy  again, 

Vnlefisytu  like  the  Change,  wcjhall  be  fiain. 

The  innocent  Afpafia’j  Life  or  Death, 

Amintot’j  too,  depends  upon  your  Breath. 

Eicccfs  of  Love  was  heretofore  the  Caufiei 
Now  if  we  die,  'tit  want  of  your  ^ipplastfe. 


Mr. 


The  Maid's  Tragedy  Alter'd.  2,15- 

MR.  H rallcr,  in  his  firft  Thoughts  of  Alteiing 
this  Play,  pitch’d  upon  a  Defign  of  making 
Evadne  go  among  theVeftals.  But  confidering,  that 
the  Peifons  in  this  Play  ate  fuppos’d  to  be  Hea¬ 
thens,  who  never  admitted  any  but  pure  Virgins 
among  their  Veftals,  he  chang’d  his  Defign.  Ne- 
verthelefs,  before  he  did  fo,  he  had  writ  the  fol¬ 
lowing  Verfes. 

Evadne.  A  Veflal  vow’d,  with  Pity  I  holy  down 
On  the  King's  Love,  and  fierce  Melantius’  Frown. 

Tut  here's  the  Sacred  Place ,  where  we  may  have , 
Before  we  dye,  an  honourable  Grave. 

The  Dead,  and  they  that  live  retir'd  here. 

Obtain  like  Pardon  from  the  mofi  fevere. 

[Knocks  at  a  Door. 
Enter  Governefs. 

Gov.  The  Great  Evadne  vifiting  our  Cell! 

F.v.  'Tis  not  to  vifit  you ;  but  here  to  dwell. 

Can  you  find  %oom  for  one  fo  bad  as  I, 

That  humbly  begs  fie  may  among  you  dye? 

Gov.  Tou  that  fo  early  can  corred  your  Thoughts, 
May  hope  for  Tar  don  for  your  gr  cate  ft  Faults. 

Happy  is  fhe  that  from  the  World  retires, 

Mnd  carries  with  her  what  the  World  admires. 

Thrice  happy  fhe,  whofe  young  Thoughts  fixt  above , 
While  fhe  is  Lovely  does  to  Heav'n  make  Love. 
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I  need  not  urge  your  Promife,  e'er  yon  find, 

.Entrance  here,  to  leave  the  World-behind  ? 

Ev.  My  guilty  Love  Devotion  [hall  fttcceed } 

Love  finch  as  mine  was,  tho'  a  dang' tons  Weedy 
Shews,  the  rich  Soil  on  which  it  grew  fio  high, 

May  yield  as  fair  a  Crop  of  Piety. 

"But  of  all  Pajfions,  I  Ambition  find 
Hardefi  to  banifii  from  a  Glorious  Mind  : 

Tet  Heav'n  our  Object  made,  Ambition  may. 

As  well  as  Love,  be  turn'd  a  nobler  way: 

Still  I  afeend ;  it  is  a  Step  above 
A  Prince's  Favour,  to  belong  to  Jove, 

[They  go  in,  and  the  Door  touts. 
Enter  Melantius  with  a  Letter. 

Among  the  Vefials !  J, he'll  corrupt  them  all. 

And  teach  them  from  their  Sacred  Vow  to  fall. 
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ITo  the  Dutchefs  of  Orleans,  when  She 
was  taking  Leave  of  the  Court  at  Do¬ 
ver. 

In  the  Tear  1670. 

THAT  Sun”of  Beauty  did  among  us  rife, 
England  firft  faw  the  Light  of  your  fait  Eyes: 

In  Englifl>  too  your  early  Wit  was  fhown; 

Favour  that  Language  which  was  then  your  own; 
When,  tho’  a  Child,  thro’  Guards  you  made  your  way. 
What- Fleet  or  Army  con’d  an  Angel  ftay? 

Thrice  happy  Britain !  if  ihe  cou’d  retain 
Whom  ihe  firft  bred  within  her  ambient  Main. 

Our  late-burnt  London,  in  Apparel  new. 

Shook  off  her  Allies  to  have  treated  you; 

But  we  mod  fee  our  Glory  fnatch’d  away. 

And  with  warm  Tears  increafe  the  guilty  Sea: 

No  Wind  can  favour  us;  howe’er  it  blows. 

We  muft  be  wrackt,  and  our  dear  Treafure  lofc. 
Sighs  will  not  let  us  half  our  Sorrows  tell; 

Fair,  Lovely,  Great,  and  Bell  ofNyrnphs  1  Farewek 
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To  a  Friend  of  the  Author's,  a  P  erf  on 
of  Honour  *  ;  Who  lately  writ  a  Reli¬ 
gious  Book ,  Entituled ,  Hiftorical  Ap¬ 
plications,  and  Occafional  Meditati¬ 
ons  upon  feveral  Subje&s. 

In  the  Tear  1670. 


BO  L D  is  the  Man  that  dates  ingagc 
For  Piety,  in  fuch  an  Age. 

Who  can  prefume  to  find  a  Guard 
from  Scorn,  when  Hcav’n’s  fo  little  fpar’d  ? 
Divines  ate  pardon’d,  they  defend 
Altars  on  which  their  Lives  depend; 

But  the  Prophane  impatient  are, 

When  Nobler  Pens  make  this  their  Care. 
For  why  fhou’d  thefe  let  in  a  Beam 
Of  Divine  Light,  to  trouble  them, 

And  call  in  doubt  their  pleafing  Thought, 
That  none  believes  what  we  are  Taught? 
High  Birth  and  Fortune  warrant  give. 

That  fuch  Men  Write  what  they  Believe; 
And  feeling  firft  what  they  indite. 

New  Credit  give  to  ancient  Light. 

Amongft  thefe  few,  our  Author  brings 
His  well-known  Pedigree  from  Kings. 

This  Book,  the  Image  of  his  Mind, 

Will  make  his  Name  not  hard  to  find. 


^Sapptfed  to  be  the  Lord.  Berkley  of  Berkley. 
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I  wiih  the  Throng  of  Great  and  Gold. 

Made  it  lefs  eas’ly  underftood. 

Written  on  a  Card  that  Her  Ai  A  J  E- 
SET  tore  at  Ombra. 


THE  Cards  you  tear  in  Value  rife. 
So  do  the  Wounded  by  your  Eyes.* 


Who  to  Celeftial  Things  afpire. 

Are  by  that  Paffion  rais'd  the  higher, 


Eo  the  Dutchess,  when  he  present¬ 
ed  this  Book  to  Her  Royal  Highnefs. 


MA  D  M, 

I  Here  prefent  you  with  the  Rage, 

And  with  the  Beauties,  of  a  former  Age ; 

Wifhing  you  may,  with  as  great  Pleafure,  view 
This,  as  we  take  in  Gazing  upon  you. 

Thus  we  writ  then;  your  brighter  Eyes  infpire 
A  nobler  Flame,  and  raife  aur  Genius  higher: 
While  we  your  Wit  and  early  Knowledge  fears. 

To  our  Produ&ions  we  become  fevere: 

Your  matchlefs  Beauty  gives  our  Fancy  wing; 

Your  Judgment  makes  us  careful  how  we  fing. 
Lines  not  compos’d,  as  heretofore,  in  haft, 

Polift’d,  like  Marble,  fhall  like  Marble  laft; 
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And  make  you  through  as  many  Ages  thine. 

As  Tajfo  has  the  Heroes  of  your  Line. 

Tho’  other  Names  our  wary  Writers  ufe. 

You  are  the  Subject  of  the  Britifl>  Mufe; 

Dilating  Mifchief  to  your  felf  unknown, 

Men  write,  and  die,  of  Wounds  they  dare  r.ot  ewm 
So  the  bright  Sun  burns  all  our  Grafs  away. 

While  it  means  nothing  but  to  give  us  Day. 

Ihefe  FE  R  S  E  S  were  writ  in  the 
Taffo  of  Her  Royal  Highnefs . 

Sjfo  knew  how  the  fairer  Sex  to  Grace, 


But  in  no  One  durft  all  Perfection  place  ; 
In  Her  alone,  that  owns  this  Book,  is  feen, 
Clorinda  s  Spirit,  and  her  lofty  Mein: 
Sophronia's  Piety,  Erminia's  Truth, 

*Armida's  Charms,  her  Beauty,  and  her  Youth. 

Our  Princefs  here,  as  in  a  Glafs,  do’s  drefs 
Her  well-taught  Mind,  and  ev’ry  Grace  exprefs. 
More  to  our  Wonder,  than  7 \inaldo  fought; 

The  Hero’s  Race  excels  the  Poet’s  Thought. 


EPI- 
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EPILOGUE,  Defign'd  upon  the  firft 
Alteration  of  the  Maid’s  Tragedy  j 
when  the  King  only  was  left  alive. 

ASjsafm  bleeding  on  the  Stage  does  lye. 

To  ihew  you  ftill  ’tis  the  Maid’s  Tragedj. 
The  fierce  Mclantius ,  See.  (as  before,  to 

- the  Kgller  had  been  kind.) 

This  bettet-natur’d  Poet  had  repriev’d 
Gentle  ^imintor  too,  had  he  believ’d 
The  fairer  Sex  his  Pardon  cou’d  approve, 

Who  to  Ambition  facrific'd  his  Love. 

Mfpafia  he  has  fpar’d ,  but  for  her  Wound, 
Neglefted  Love,  there  cou’d  no  Salve  be  found. 
When  next  we  a  &  this  Tragedy  again, 

Unlefs  you  like  the  Change,  I  mult  be  flain. 
Excefs  of  Love  was  heretofore  the  Caufe; 

Now  if  I  dye,  ’tis  want  of  your  Applaufe. 


On  the  S  TA  TV  E  of  King  CHARLES 
the  Firjl ,  at  Charing-  Crofs. 

I 

In  the  Tear  1674. 

'HT'  Hat  the  ZitR  Charles  does  here  in  Triumph  ride. 
See  his  Son  Reign  where  he  a  Martyr  Dy’d; 
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And  People  pay  that  Rev’rence,  as  they  pafs, 
Which  then  he  wanted,  to  the  Sacred  Brafs; 

Is  not  th’  Effect  of  Gratitude  alone. 

To  which  we  owe  the  Statue  and  the  Stone: 
But  Heav’n  this  lafting  Monument  has  wrought. 
That  Mortals  may  Eternally  be  Taught, 
Rebellion,  though  fuccefsful,  is  but  vain; 

And  Kings  fo  kill’d  rife  Conquerors  again. 

This  Truth  the  Royal  Image  does  proclaim, 
Loud  as  the  Trumpet  offurviving  Fame, 


Zdpon  our  late  L'fs  of  the  Duke  of 
Cambridge,  Born  in  November,  1677. 
jlnd  Died  the  December  following. 

np  H  E  failing  BlofToms  which  a  young  Plant  bears, 
Ingage  our  Hope  for  the  fucceeding  Years  : 
And  Hope  is  all  which  Art  or  Nature  brings, 

At  the  firft  Trial,  to  accompliih  things. 

Mankind  was  firft  Created  an  Efi’ay ; 

That  ruder  Draught  the  Deluge  wafh’d  away. 

How  many  Ages  pafs’d,  what  Elood  and  Toil, 
Before  we  made  one  Kingdom  of  this  IfleJ 
How  long  in  vain  had  Nature  firiv’d  to  frame 
A  perfeft  Princefs,  e’er  her  Highnefs  came  ? 

For  Joys  fo  great  we  mull  with  Patience  wait, 

Mis  the  fet  Price  of  Happinefs  complear. 


As 
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As  a  Firft-Fruit,  Heav’n  claim’d  that  lovely  Soy; 
The  next  ihall  Live,  aad  be  the  Nation’s  Joy, 


Of  the  Lady  Mary,  Princefs  0/Orange. 
In  the  Tear  1677. 

AS  once  the  Lion  Honey  gave, 

Out  of  the  Strong  fuch  Sweetnefs  came; 
A  Royal  Hero,  no  lefs  brave, 

Produc’d  this  lweet,  this  lovely  Dame. 

To  Her,  the  Prince  that  did  oppofe 
Such  mighty  Armies  in  the  Field, 

And  Holland  from  prevailing  Foes 

Cou’d  fo  well  free,  himfelf  does  yield. 

Not  Heliia? s  Fleet  (his  high  Command) 

Which  Triumphs  where  the  Sun  does  rife, 

Nor  all  the  Force  he  leads  by  Land, 

Could  guard  him  from  her  Conqu’ringEyes. 

Orange,  with  Youth,  Experience  has. 

In  Action  young,  in  Council  old : 

Orange  is  what  ^Angujlus  was, 

Brave,  Wary,  Provident  and  Bold. 

On  that  fair  Tree  which  bears  his  Name, 
Blolfoms  and  Fruit  at  once  ate  found; 
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In  him  we  all  admire  the  fame, 

His  flow’ry  Youth  with  Wifdom  crown’d. 

Empire  and  Freedom  reconcil’d, 

In  Holland  are,  by  Great  Najfa-a-, 

"Like  thofe  he  fprung  from,  Juft  and  Mild, 

To  willing  People  he  gives  Law. 

Thrice  Happy  Pair!  fo  near  Ally’d, 

In  Royal  Blood,  and  Virtue  too; 

Now  Love  has  you  together  ty’d, 

May  none  this  Triple  Knot  undo. 

The  Church  Ihall  be  the  happy  Place, 

W  here  Streams  which  from  the  fame  Source  run, 

Tho’  divers  Lands  awhile  they  grace, 

Unite  again,  and  are  made  one. 

A  thoufand  Thanks  the  Nation  owes 
To  him  that  does  proteft  us  all; 

For  while  he  thus  his  Neice  beftows, 

About  our  Ifte  he  builds  a  Wall; 

A  Wall  like  that  which  Athens  had. 

By  th’  Oracle’s  Advice,  of  Wood: 

Had  their’s  been  fuch  as  Charles  has  made. 

That  mighty  State  ’till  now  had  flood. 


i 


Poems  upon  fever  al  Occafions. 

Upon  the  Earl  of  Rofcommon’i  Tranjla- 
tion  of  Horace  De  Arte  Poetica :  And 
of  the  Ufe  of  Poetry.  In  the  Tear  I 680. 

0  ME  was  not  better  by  her  Horace  taught. 


XX.  Than  we  are  here  to  comprehend  hisT hought  j 
The  Poet  writ  to  Noble  Pifo  there, 

A  Noble  Pifo  does  inftruft  us  here. 

Gives  us  a  Pattern  in  his  flowing  Style, 

And  with  rich  Precepts  does  oblige  our  Ifle , 
Britain,  whofe  Genius  is  in  Verfe  expreft 
Bold  and  Sublime,  but  negligently  dreft. 

Horace  will  our  fuperfluous  Branches  prune, 

Give  us  new  Rules,  and  fet  our  Harp  in  tunc; 
Direft  us  how  to  back  the  winged  Horfe, 

Favour  his  Flight,  and  moderate  his  Force. 

Tho’  Poets  may  of  Infpiration  boaft; 

Their  Rage,  ill-govern’d,  in  the  Clouds  is  loft: 

He  :hat  proportion’d  Wonders  can  difclofe, 

A  once  his  Fancy  and  his  Judgment  Ihows. 

Chaft  moral  Writing  we  may  learn  from  hence; 
FTegleft  of  which  no  Wit  can  iecompence: 

The  Fountain  which  from  Helicon  proceeds. 

That  facred  Stream,  Jhou’d  never  water  Weeds  3 
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Nor  make  the  Crop  of  Thorns  andThiftles  grow’. 
Which  Envy,  or  perverted  Nature,  low. 

Well  founding  Verfes  are  the  Charm  we  ufe, 
Heroick  Thoughts,  and  Virtue,  to  infufe  ; 

Things  of  deep  Senfe  we  may  in  Profe  unfold. 

But  they  move  more,  in  lofty  Numbers  told; 

By  the  loud  Trumpet,  which  our  Courage  aids, 
We  learn  that  Sound,  as  well  as  Senfe,  perfwades. 
The  Mufes’  Friend,  unto  himfelf  fevere. 

With  filent  Pity  looks  on  all  that  Err: 

But  where  a  Stave,  a  Publick  A&ion  flrines. 

That  he  rewards  with  his  Immortal  Lines  : 
Whether  it  be  in  Council,  or  in  Fight, 

His  Country’s  Honour  is  his  chief  Delight : 

Praife  of  great  Afts  he  fcatters  as  a  Seed, 

Which  may  the  like  in  coming  Ages  breed. 

Here  taught  the  Fate  of  Verfes,  always  priz’d 
With  Admiration,  or  as  much  defpis’d ; 

Men  will  be  lefs  indulgent  to  their  Faults, 

And  Patience  have  to  cultivate  their  Thoughts: 
(Poets  lofe  half  the  Praife  they  fliou’d  have  got, 
Cou’d  it  be  known  what  they  difcreetly  blot :) 
Finding  new  Words,  that  to  the  ravilh’dEar 
May  like, the  Language  of  the  Gods  appear; 

Such  as,  of  old,  wife  Bards  employ’d,  to  make 
Unpolilh’d  Men  their  wild  Retreats  forfake; 
Law-giving  Heroes,  fam’d  for  taming  Brutes, 

And  railing  Cities,  with  their  charming  Lutes; 


For 
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For  rudeft  Minds  with  Harmony  were  caught, 

And  civil  Life  was  by  the  Mufes  taught. 

So  wand’ring  Bees  wou’d  perilh  in  the  Air, 

Did  not  a  Sound,  proportion’d  to  their  Ear, 
Appeafe  their  Rage,  invite  them  to  the  Hive, 

Unite  their  Force,  and  teach  them  how  to  thrive. 
To  rob  the  Flow’rs,  and  to  forbear  the  Spoil; 
Preferv’d  in  Winter  by  the  Summer’s  Toil, 

They  give  us  Food,  which  may  with  Neftar  vie. 
And  Wax,  that  do’s  the  abfent  Sun  fupply. 


Of  Her  Majejly  Queen  Catherine, 
on  New-Years  Day,  16S3. 

WHAT  Revolutions  in  the  World  have  been. 
How  are  we  chang’d,  lince  we  firft  faw  the 
She,  like  the  Sun,  does  ftill  the  fame  appear,  £Qileel1- 
Bright  as  She  was  at  her  Arrival  here: 

Time  has  Commiffion  Mortals  to  impair, 

But  Things  Celeftial  is  oblig’d  to  fpare. 

May  ev’ty  NewTear  find  her  ftill  the  fame, 

In  Health  and  Beauty,  as  She  hither  came  ; 

When  Lords  and  Commons  with  united  Voice, 

Th 'Infanta  nam’d,  approv'd  the  Royal  Choice! 

Eirft  of  our  Queens,  whom  no:  the  King  alone. 
But  the  whole  Nation,  lifted  to  the  Throne! 


With 
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With  like  Content;  and  likeDefert,  was  crown’d 
The  Glorious  Prince,  that  does  the  TwJ^confound, 
Victorious  both  ;  his  ConduCt  wins  the  Day, 

And  her  Example  chaces  Vice  away. 

Tho’  louder  Fame  attend  the  Martial  Rage; 

*Tis  greater  Glory  to  reform  the  Age. 


/ 

Of  Tea,  commended  by  Her  Ufajefiy. 

J  Units  her  Myrtle,  Phoebus  has  his  Bays ; 

'  Teaboth  excels,  which  lhe  vouchlafes  to  praife. 
The  beft  of  Queens,  and  belt  of  Herbs,  we  owe 
To  that  bold  Nation,  which  the  Way  did  ihow 
To  the  fair  Region,  where  the  Sun  does  rife; 
Whofe  rich  Productions  we  fo  juftly  prize. 
TheMufe’s  Friend,  Tea,  does  our  Fancy  aid; 
Reprefs  thofe  Vapours  which  the  Head  invade  ; 
And  keeps  that  Palace  of  the  Soul  ferene, 

Fit  on  her  Birth-day  to  falute  the  Queen. 


The  Triple  Combat „ 

WHEN  thro’  the  World  fair  M&z.arin  had  rum 
Bright  as  her  Fellow-Traveller,  the  Sun; 
Hither  at  length  the  %omun  Earn  flies, 

As  the  laft  Triumph  of  her  Conqu’riflg  Eyes. 


AS' 
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As  Heir  to  Julius,  fhe  may  pretend 
A  fecond  time  to  make  this  Ifland  bend. 

But  Portfmohtb,  fpringing  from  the  Ancient  Race 
Of  Britains,  which  the  Saxon  here  did  chafe. 

As  they  great  Cafar  did  oppofe,  makes  Head, 

And  does  againft  this  new  Invader  lead. 

That  goodly  Nymph,  the  Taller  of  the  two, 
Carelefs  and  Fearlefs  to  the  Field  does  go. 
Becoming  Blulhes  on  the  other  wait. 

And  her  youngLook  excufeswant  of  Height : 
Beauty  gives  Courage;  for  fhe  knows  the  Day 
Muft  not  be  won  the  ^Amausni.m  way. 

Legions  of  Cupids  to  the  Battel  come, 

For  little  Britain  thefe,  and  thofe  for  Rome , 

Dreft  to  Advantage,  this  Illuflrious  Pair 
Arriv’d,  for  Combat  in  the  Lift  appear. 

What  may  the  Fates  defign!  For  never  yet 
From  diftant  Regions  two  fuch  Beauties  met, 

Venus  had  been  an  equal  Friend  to  both, 

And  Vift’ry  to  declare  her  felf  feems  loath; 

Over  the  Camp  with  doubtful  Wings  ihe  flies  3 
’Till  Chleris  finning  in  the  Field  file  fpies. 

The  lovely  Chloris  well  attended  came, 

A  thoufand  Graces  waited  on  the  Dame  : 

Her  matchlefs  Form  made  all  the  Engli/h  glad, 

And  Foreign  Beauties  lefs  Aflurance  had. 

Tet,  like  the  Three  on  Ida's  Top,  they  all 
Pretend  alike,  contefling  for  the  Ball ; 
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Which  to  determine,  Love  himfelf  declin’d. 

Left  the  Neglefted  ihou’d  become  lefs  kind. 

Such  killing  Looks;  fo  thick  the  Arrows  fly; 

That  ’tis  unfafe  to  be  a  Stander  by! 

Poets  approaching  to  defcribe  the  Fight, 

Are  by  their  Wounds  inftrufted  how  to  Write. 
They  with  lefs  hazard  might  look  on,  and  draw. 
The  ruder  Combats  in  Alfatia ; 

And,  with  that  Foil  of  Violence  and  Rage, 

Set  off  the  Splendor  of  our  Golden  Age: 

Where  Love  gives  Law,  Beauty  the  Scepter  fways, 
And,  uncompell’d,  the  happy  World  obeys. 

Of  an  Elegy  made  by  Mrs.  Wharton  on 
the  Earl  of  Rochefter. 

HUS  mourn  theMufes,  on  the  Herfe 


Not  ftro wing  Tears,  but  lading  Verfe; 
Which  fo  preferve  the  Hero’s  Name, 

They  make  him  Live  again  in  Fame. 

chloris,  in  Lines  fo  like  his  own. 

Gives  him  fo  juft  and  high  Renown; 

That  the  th’afflitted  World  relieves. 

And  ftews,  that  ftiil  in  her  he  lives. 

Met  Wit  as  Graceful,  Great  and  Good* 
Ally’d  in  Genius,  as  in  Blood, 


His 
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His  Lofs  fuppies;  now  all  our  Fears 
Are,  that  the  Nymph  Ihou’d  melt  in  Tears. 
Then,  faireft  Cbloris,  Comfort  take. 

For  his,  your  own,  and  for  our  fake; 

Left  his  fair  Soul,  that  lives  in  you, 

Shou’d  from  the  World  for  ever  go. 


On  the  Duke  of  Monmouth’x  Expedition 
into  Scotland,  in  the  Summer  Sol/lice. 

In  the  Tear  1678. 

CWift  as  Jove's  Meflenger  the  winged  God, 

With  Sword  as  Potent  as  his  Charming  Rod, 

He  flew  to  execute  the  King’s  Command, 

And  in  a  Moment  reach’d  that  Northern  "Land, 
Where  Day  contending  with  approaching  Nighr, 
Afiifts  the  Hero  with  continu’d  Light. 

Gn  Foes  furpriz’d;  and  by  no  Night  conceal’d. 
He  might  have  ruih’d,  but  noble  Pity  held 
His  Hand  a  while,  and  to  their  Choice  gave  Apace, 
Which  they  wou’d  prove,  his  Valour,  or  his  Grace. 
This  not  well  heard,  his  Cannon  louder  fpoke. 
And  then,  like  Lightning,  thro’ that  Cloud  he  broke. 
His  Fame,  his  Condutt,  and  that  Martial  Look, 
The  guilty  Scotch  with  fuch  a  Terror  ft  rook; 


That 
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That  to  his  Courage  they  refign  the  Field, 

Who  to  his  Bounty  had  refus’d  to  yield. 

Glad  that  fo  little  Loyal  Biood  it  coft. 

He  grieves  fo  many  Britain s  Ihou’d  be  loft; 

Taking  more  Pains,  when  he  beheld  them  yield. 
To  fave  the  Flyers,  than  to  win  the  Field: 

And  at  the  Court  his  Int’reft  does  employ, 

That  none,  who  ’fcap’d  his  fatal  Sword,  lhou’d  die. 

And  now  thefe  raih  ibold  Men  their  Error  find, 
Not  trufting  one  beyond  his  Promife  kind; 

One  whofe  great  Mind,  fo  Bountiful  and  Brave, 
Had  learnt  the  Ait  to  Conquer,  and  to  Save. 

In  Vulgar  Breafts  no  B.oyal  Virtues  dwell, 

Such  Deeds  as  thefe  his  high  Extradiion  tell; 

And  give  a  fecret  Joy  to  him  that  Reigns, 

To  fee  his  Blood  triumph  in  Monmouth's  Veins  : 

To  fee  a  Leader,  whom  he  got  and  chofe, 

Firm  to  his  Friends,  and  fatal  to  his  Foes. 

But  feeing  Envy,  like  the  Sun,  does  beat, 

With  fcorching  Rays,  on  all  that’s  high  and  great: 
This,  ill-requited  Monmouth,  is  the  Bough 
The  Mules  fend  to  ihade  thy  Conqu'ring  Brow. 
Lampoons,  likeSquibs,  may  make  a  pre.ent  Blaze ; 
But  Time  and  Thundf  nay  R.efpe£t  to  Bays. 
Achilla'  Arms  dazle  ci  prelent  View, 

Kept  by  the  Mufe  as  Kan.  ant  and  as  New, 

As  from  the  Forge  of  Vulcan  nrft  they  came; 
Thoufands  of  Years  are  pall,  and  they  the  fame : 
Such  Cate  &e  takes,  to  pay  Defeit  with  Fame: 
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Than  which,  no  Monarch,  for  his  Crown’s  Defence, 
Knows  how  to  give  a  Nobler  Recompence. 


Of  the  late  Jnvafion  and  Defeat  of  the 
Turks,  &c.  /«  the  Tear  1683. 

THE  Modern  Nimrod,  with  a  fafe  Delight 

Purfuing  Beafts,  thatfavettaemfelvesby  Flight,. 
Grown  proud,  and  weary  of  his  v.onted  Game, 
Wou’d  Chriftians  chafe,  and  facrifice  to  Fame. 

A  Prince,  with  Eunuchs  and  the  fofter  Sex 
Shut  up  fo  long,  wou’d  Warlike  Nations  vex; 
Provoke  the  German,  and,  negle&ing  Heav’n, 
Forget  the  Truce  for  which  his  Oath  was  giv’n. 

His  Grand  Vifier,  prefuming  to  invcft 
The  chief  Imperial  City  of  the  Weft; 

With  the  firft  Charge  compell’d  in  hafte  to  rife, 

His  Treafure,  Tents,  and  Cannon,  left  a  Prize, 

The  Standard  loft,  and  Janizaries  flain, 

Render  the  Hopes  he  gave  his  Matter  vain. 

The  flying  Turks,  that  bring  the  Tidings  home,. 
Renew  the  Mem’ry  of  his  Father’s  Doom; 

And  his  Guards  murmur,  that  fo  often  bring 
Down  from  the  Throne  their  unfuccefsful  Kings 
The  trembling  Sultan’s  forc’d  to  expiate 
His  own  ill  Conduit,  by  another’s  Fate; 

The 
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The  Grand  Vifier,  a  Tyrant,  tho’  a  Slave, 

A  fair  Example  to  his  Mafter  gave; 

He  EaJJas  Heads,  to  lave  his  own,  made  fly, 

And  now,  the  Sultan  to  preferve,  muft  dye. 

The  fatal  Sow-ftring  was  not  in  his  Thought, 
When,  breaking  Truce,  he  fo  unjuftly  fought ; 
Made  the  World  tremble  with  a  num’rous  Hoft, 
And  of  undoubted  Viftory  did  bo  all. 

Strangled  he  lies  !  Yer  feems  to  cry  aloud, 

To  warn  the  Mighty,  and  inftruft  the  Proud; 

That  of  the  Great,  negle&ing  to  be  Juft, 

Heav’n  in  a  Moment  makes  an  heap  of  Duft. 

The  Turks  fo  low,  why  feou’d  theChriftians  lofe 
Such  an  Advantage  of  their  Barb’rous  Foes.5 
Negleft  their  prefent  Ruin  to  compleat, 

Before  another  Sol) man  they  get? 

Too  late  they  wou’d  with  Shame,  repenting,  dread 
That  num’rous  Herd,  by  fuch  a  Lion  led. 

He  %ht>de:  and  Buda  from  the  Chriftians  tore, 
Which  timely  Union  might  again  rcftore. 

But,  fparing  Turkj,  as  if  with  Rage  pofleft. 

The  Chriftians  periih,  by  themfelves  oppreft  : 

Cities  and  Provinces  fo  dearly  won. 

That  the  Victorious  People  are  undone  I 
What  Angel  fhall  defcend,  to  reconcile 
The  Chriftian  States,  and  end  their  Guilty  Toil? 

A  Prince  more  fit,  from  Heav’n  we  cannot  ask, 
Than  Britain' s  King,  for  fuch  a  Glorious  Task: 

His 
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His  dreadful  Navy,  and  his  lovely  Mind, 

Give  him  the  Fear  and  Favour  of  Mankind. 

His  Warrant  does  the  Chriftian  Faith  defend; 

On  that  relying,  all  their  Quarrels  end: 

The  Peace  is  fign’d,  and  Britain  does  obtain, 
\Vhat7^rae  had  fought  from  her  fierce  Sons  in  vain. 
In  Battels  won,  Fortune  a  Part  doth  claim, 

And  Soldiers  have  their  Portion  in  the  Fame: 

In  this  fuccefsful  Union  we  find 
Only  the  Triumph  of  a  worthy  Mind: 

’Tis  all  accompliflr’d  by  his  Royal  Word, 

Without  unlheathing  the  deftruftive  Sword; 

Without  a  Tax  upon  his  Subjects  laid. 

Their  Peace  difturb'd,  their  Plenty,  or  their  Trade: 
And  what  can  they  to  fuch  a  Prince  deny, 

With  whofeDefires  the  greateft  Kings  comply? 

The  Arts  of  Peace  are  not  to  him  unknown, 
This  happy  way  he  march’d  into  the  Throne; 

And  we  owe  more  to  Heav’n  than  to  the  Sword, 
The  wiih’d  Return  of  fo  benign  a  Lord. 

Charies ,  by  old  Greece,  with  anew  Freedom  grac’d, 
Above  her  antique  Heroes  fliall  be  plac’d. 

What  Thefeus  did,  or  Theban  Hercn'.es, 

Holds  no  Compare  with  this  viftorious  Peace, 
Which,  o’er  the  Turks,  fliall  greater  Honour  gain, 
Than  all  their  Giants  and  their  Monfters  flain. 
Thofe  are  bold  Tales,  in  fab’lous  Ages  told; 

This  Glorious  Aft  the  Living  do  behold. 
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A  P  ref  age  of  the  Ruin  of  the  Turkifh 
Empire ,  Prefented  to  His  APajefiy 
King  JAMES  II.  on  his  Birth-Day. 

Clnce  James  the  Second  grac’d  the  TSrhiJh Throne, 
^  Truce  well  obferv’d  has  been,  infring’d  by  none  j 
Chriftians  to  him  their  prefent  Union  owe. 

And  late  Succefs  againit  the  Common  Foe: 

While  neighb’ring  Princes,  loath  to  urge  their  Fate, 
Court  his  Affiftance,  and  fufpend  their  Hate. 

So  angry  Bulls  the  Combat  do  forbear, 

When  from  the  Wood  a  Lion  does  appear. 

This  happy  Day  Peace  to  our  Ifland  fent, 

As  now  he  gives  it  to  the  Continent. 

A  Prince  more  fit  for  fuch  a  glorious  Task, 

Than  England’s  King,  from  Heav’n  we  cannot  ask: 
He  Great  and  Good,  proportion’d  to  the  Work, 
Their  ill-drawn  Swords  lhall  turn  againft  the  Turk.. 

Such  Kings,  like  Scars  with  Influence  unconfin’d, 
Shine  with  Afpeft  propitious  to  Mankind; 

Favour  the  Innocent,  reprefs  the  Bold, 

And,  while  they  fiouriih,  make  an  Age  of  Gold. 

Bred  in  the  Camp,  fam’d  for  his  Valour  Young, 
At  Sea  fuccefsful,  vigorous  and  ftrong  1 
His  Fleet,  his  Army,  and  his  mighty  Mind, 

Efteem  and  Rxv’rence  thro’  the  World  do  find. 

'  A 
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A  Prince,  with  fuch  Advantages  as  thefe, 

Where  he  perfuades  not,  may  command  a  Peace. 

1 "Britain  declaring  for  the  jufter  Side, 

The  mod  Ambitious  will  forget  their  Pride; 

They  that  complain  will  their  Endeavours  ceafe. 
Advis’d  by  him,  incline  to  prefent  Peace; 

Join  to  the  Turks,  Deftruftion,  and  then  bring 
All  their  Pretences  to  fo  juft  a  King. 

If  the  fuccefsful  Troublers  of  Mankind, 

With  Laurel  crown’d,  fo  great  Applaufe  do  find; 
Shall  the  vext  World  lefs  Honour  yield  to  thofe 
That  flop  their  Progrefs,  and  their  Rage  oppofe? 
Next  to  that  Pow’r  which  does  the  Ocean  awe. 

Is,  to  fet  Bounds,  and  give  Ambition  Law. 

The  Britijb  Monarch  fhall  the  Glory  have. 

That  famous  Greece  remains  no  longer  Slave  ; 

That  Source  of  Art  and  cultivated  Thought, 

Which  they  to  T{ome,  and  7 \omans  hither,  brought. 

The  baniih’d  Mufes  ihall  no  longer  mourn; 

But  may  with  Liberty  to  Greece  return: 

Tho’  Slaves,  (like  Birds  that  fing  not  in  a  Cage) 
They  loft  their  Genius  and  Poetick  Rage; 

Homers  again,  and  Pindars  may  be  found. 

And  his  great  Aftions  with  theirNumbers  crown’d. 

The  Turk^s  vaft  Empire  does  united  ftand : 
Chriftians  divided  under  the  Command 
Of  jarring  Princes,  wou’d  be  foon  undone. 

Did  not  this  Hero  make  their  lnt’reft  one; 


Peace 
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Peace  to  embrace,  Ruin  the  common  Foe, 

Exalt  the  Crofs,  and  lay  the  CtoilTant  low. 

Thus  may  the  Gofpel  to  the  riling  Sun 
Be  fptead,  and  Floutiih  where  it  firfl  begun: 

And  this  great  Day,  fo  juftly  honour’d  here. 
Known  to  the  Eaft,  and  Celebrated  there. 

H<ec  Ego  longavms  cccini  tibi ,  maxime  T^egum: 

■Aupv,s  ir  ipfe  manu  javenum  tentare  laborem.  Virg. 


O  F 

Divine  Love. 


I  N 


S  I  X  CAN  T  O’S. 


I.  A  Sfertin:  the  Authority  of  the  Scripture,  invehtch 
EX.  ibis  Love  is  reveal’ll. 

II.  The  Preference  and  Love  of  Cod  to  Man  in  the 

Creation. 


III.  The  fame  Love  more  amply  declar’d  in  our  T{e- 

demption. 

IV.  How  necejfary  this  Love  is  to  reform  Mankind, 

and  how  excellent  in  it  felf. 

V.  Shewing  how  happy  the  World  vcou'd  be,  if  this 

Love  mere  Vniverfally  Embrac’d.  - 

VI.  Of  preferving  this  Love  in  our  Memory ,  and  hero 

ttfeful  the  Contemplation  thereof  is. 
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Of  Divine  Love, 

CANTO  I. 


H  E  Grecian  Mufe  has  all  their  Gods  furviv’d. 


X  Nor  Jove  at  us,  nor  Phoel/us,  is  arriv’d  5 
Frail  Deities,  which  firft  the  Poets  made, 

And  then  invok’d,  to  give  theirFancies  aid ! 

Yet  if  they  ftill  diyert  us  with  their  Rage, 

What  may  be  hop’d  for  in  a  better  Age} 

When  not  from  Helicon's  imagin’d  Spring, 

But  facred  Writ,  we  borrow  what  we  ling? 

This  with  the  Fabrick  of  the  World  begun. 

Elder  than  Light,  and  fhall  out-laft  the  Sun, 
Before  this  Oracle  (like  Dagon)  all 
The  falfe  Pretenders,  Dclpbos,  Hammon,  fall} 

Long  fince  defpis’d,  and  filent,  they  afford 
Honour  and  Triumph  to  th’ Eternal  Word. 

As  late  Philofophy  our  Globe  has  grac’d, 

And  rowling  Earth  among  the  Planets  plac’d} 

So  has  this  Book  intitl’d  us  to  Heav’n, 

And  Rules  to  guide  us  to  that  Manflon  giv’n: 
Tells  the  Conditions,  how  our  Peace  was  made, 
And  is  our  Pledge  for  the  great  Author’s  Aid. 

His  Power  in  Nature’s  ample  Book  we  find; 

But  the  lefs  Volume  does  exprefs  his  Mind. 

This  Light  unknown,  bold  Epicurus  taught. 
That  his  bleft  Gods  vouchfafe  us  not  a  Thought; 
But  unconcern’d,  let  all  below  them  Aide, 

As  Fortune  does,  or  humane  Wifdom,  guide. 
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Religion  thus  remov’d,  the  facred  Yoke 
A  nd  Band  of  all  Society  is  broke : 

What  ufe  of  Oaths,  of  Prcmife,  or  of  Teft, 
Where  Men  regard  no  God  but  Intereft; 

What  endlefs  War  wou’d  jealous  Nations  tear. 

If  none  above  did  Witnefs  what  they  SwearJ 
Sad  Fate  of  Unbelievers,  (and  yet  juft) 

Among  themfelves  to  find  fo  little  Truft! 

Were  Scripture  filent,  Nature  wou’d  proclaim. 
Without  a  God,  our  F allhood  and  our  Shame. 

To  know  our  Thoughts  the  Object  of  his  Eyes, 

Is  the  firft  Step  tow’rds  being  Good,  or  Wife; 

For  tho’  with  Judgment  we  on  things  refleft, 

Our  Will  determines,  not  our  Intellefi: : 

Slaves  to  their  Paffion,  Reafon  Men  employ 
Only  to  compafs  what  they  wou’d  enjoy ; 

His  Fear,  to  guard  us  from  our  felves,  we  need. 
And  facred  Writ  our  Reafon  does  exceed. 

For  tbo’  Heav’11  ihows  the  Glory  of  the  Lord, 
Yet  fomething  ihines  more  Glorious  in  his  Word, 
His  Mercy  this  (which  all  his  Works  excels) 

His  tender  Kindnefs,  and  Compaflion,  tells  : 
While  we,  inform’d  by  that  Celeftial  Book, 

Into  the  Bowels  of  our  Maker  look. 

Love  there  reveal’d,  which  never  lhall  have  end, 
Nor  had  beginning,  lhall  our  Song  commend; 
Defcribe  it  felf,  and  warm  us  with  that  Flame, 
Which  firft  from  Heav’n,  to  make  us  happy,  came, 

C^iNTO 


Ml 


Of  Divine  Love. 

CANTO  ir. 

THE  Feai  of  Hell,  or  aiming  to  be  bleft. 
Savours  too  much  of  private  Intereft; 

This  mov’d  not  Mcfes,  nor  the  Zealous  Paul, 

Who  for  their  Friends  abandon’d  Soul  and  all; 

A  greater  yet  from  Heav’n  to  Hell  defcends. 

To  fave,  and  make  his  Enemies  his  Friends. 

What  Line  of  Praife  can  fathom  fuch  a  Love, 
Which  reach’d  the  loweft  Bottom  from  above? 

The  Royal  Prophet,  that  extended  Grace 
From  Heav’n  to  Earth,  meafur’d  but  half  that  fpace  ; 
The  Law  was  regnant,  and  confin'd  his  Thought, 
Hell  was  not  conquer’d,  when  that  Poet  wrote; 
Heav’n  was  fcarce  heard  of,  until  he  came  down 
To  make  the  Region,  where  Love  triumphs,  known. 

That  early  Love  of  Creatures  yet  unmade, 

To  frame  the  World  th’  Almighty  did  perfwade: 
For  Love  it  was  that  full  created  Light, 

Mov’d  on  the  Waters,  chac’d  away  the  Night 
From  the  rude  Chans,  and  bellow’d  new  Grace 
On  Things  dtfpos’d  of  to  their  proper  Place, 

Some  to  reft  hete,  and  forae  to  fliine  above ; 
Earth,  Sea,  and  Heav’n,  were  all  th’  Effe&s  of  Love; 
And  Love  wou’d  be  return’d;  but  there  was  none 
That  to  themfelves,  or  others,  yet  were  known; 
The  World  a  Palace  was,  without  a  Gueft, 

Till  one  appears,  that  mull  excel  the  reft; 
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One,  like  the  Author,  whofe  Capacious  Mind 
Might,  by  the  Glorious  Work,  the  Maker  find; 
Might  meafure  Heav’n,  and  give  each  Star  a  Name  ; 
With  Art  and  Courage  the  rough  Ocean  tame; 
Over  the  Globe  with  fwelling  Sails  might  go. 

And  that  ’tis  round,  by  his  Experience  know  ; 
Make  ftrongeft  Beafts  obedient  to  his  Will, 

And  ferve  his  Ufe  the  fertile  Earth  to  Till. 

When,  by  his  Word,  God  had  accompliih’d  all, 
Man  to  create,  he  did  a  Council  call; 

Imploy’d  his  Hand,  to  give  the  Dull:  he  took 
A  Graceful  Figure,  and  Majeftick  Look; 

With  his  own  Breath,  convey’d  into  his  Bread 
Life,  and  a  Soul  fit  to  command  the  reft. 

Worthy  alone  to  celebrate  his  Name 

For  fuch  a  Gift,  and  tell  from  whence  it  came. 

Birds  ling  his  Fraifes,  in  a  wilder  Note, 

But  not  with  lafting  Numbers,  and  with  Thought, 

Man’s  great  Prerogative.  But  above  all 

His  Grace  abounds,  in  his  new  Fav’rites  Fall. 

If  he  Create,  it  is  a  World  he  makes; 

If  he  be  angry,  the  Creation  ihakes: 

From  his  juft  Wrath  our  guilty  Parents  fled ; 

He  cutft  the  Earth,  but  bruis’d  the  Serpent’s  Head : 
Amidft  the  Storm,  his  Bounty  did  exceed, 

In  the  rich  Promife  of  the  Virgin’s  Seed: 

Tho’  Juftice  Death  as  Satisfa&ion  craves, 

Love  finds  a  way  to  pluck  us  from  out  Graves. 
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NO T  willing  Terror  fliou’d  his  Image  move. 
He  gives  a  Pattern  of  Eternal  Love ; 

His  Son  defcfends,  to  treat  a  Peace  with  thofe 
Which  were,  and  rauft  have  ever  been,  his  Foes; 
Poor  he  became,  and  left  his  Glorious  Seat, 

To  make  us  Humble,  and  to  make  us  Great; 

His  Bufinefs  here  was  Happinefs  to  give 
To  thofe,  whofe  Malice  cou’d  not  let  him  live. 

Legions  of  Angels,  which  he  might  have  us’d, 
For  us  refolv’d  to  Perilh  !  he  refus’d ; 

While  they  Rood  ready  to  prevent  his  Lofs, 

Love  took  him  up,  and  nail’d  him  to  the  Crofs. 
Immortal  Love!  which  in  his  Bowels  reign’d, 

That  we  might  be  by  fuch  great  Love  conftrain’d 
To  make  Return  of  Love;  upon  this  Pole 
Our  Duty  does,  and  out  religion,  rowl. 

To  Love  is  to  Believe,  to  Hope,  to  Know, 

5Tis  an  Eflay,  a  Tafte  of  Heav’n  below. 

He  to  proud  Potentates  wou’d  not  be  known; 

Of  thofe  that  lov’d  him,  he  was  hid  from  none. 
Till  Love  appear,  we  live  in  anxious  Doubt ; 

But  Smoak  will  vaniih,  when  that  Flame  breaks  out: 
This  is  the  Fire  that  wou’d  confume  our  Drofs, 
Refine,  and  make  us  richer  by  the  Lofs. 
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Cou’d  we  forbear  Difpute,  and  praciife  Love, 

We  Ihou’d  agree,  as  Angels  do  above. 

Where  Love  prefides,  nor  Vice  alone  does  find 
No  Entrance  there,  but  Virtues  flay  behind: 
loth  Faith,  and  Hope,  and  all  the  meaner  Train 
Of  Moral  Virtues,  at  the  Door  remain ; 

Love  only  enters  as  a  Native  there, 

For,  Born  in  Heav’n,  it  does  but  Sojourn  here. 

He  that  alone  wou’d  Wife  and  Mighty  be. 
Commands  that  others  love,  as  well  as  he : 

Love  as  he  lov’d  !  how  can  we  foar  fo  high  ? 

He  can  add  Wings,  when  he  commands  to  fly: 
Nor  fliou’d  we  be  with  this  Command  difmay’d; 
He  that  Example  gives,  will  give  his  Aid; 

For  he  took  Flelh,  that  where  his  Precepts  fail, 

His  Fra&ice  as  a  Pattern  may  prevail. 

His  Love  at  once,  and  Dread,  inftruft  our  Thought, 
As  Man  he  fuffer’d,  and  as  God  he  taught : 

Will  for  the  Deed  he  takes  ;  we  may  with  eafe 
Obedient  be,  for  if  we  Love,  we  Pleafe; 

Weak  tho’  we  are,  to  love  is  no  hard  Task, 

And  Love  for  Love,  is  all  that  Heav’n  does  ask: 
Love,  that  wou’d  all  Men  juft  and  temp’rate  make. 
Kind  to  themfelves,  and  others,  for  his  fake. 

3Tis  with  our  Minds,  as  with  a  fertile  Ground ; 
Wanting  this  Love,  they  muft  with  Weeds  abound; 
Unruly  Pafiions,  whofe  Eft’efts  are  worfe 
Than  Thorns  or  Thjftles  fpringing  from  the  Curie. 
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CANTO  IV. 


TO  Glory,  Man,  or  Miferv,  is  Born, 

Of  his  proud  Foe  the  Envy  ox  the  Scorn; 
Wretched  he  his,  or  happy,  in  Extream; 

Bafe  in  himfelf,  but  great  in  Heav’n’s  Efteem; 
With  Love,  of  all  Created  Things,  the  beft, 
Without  it,  more  pernicious  than  the  reft. 

For  greedy  Woives  unguarded  Sheep  devour 
But  while  their  Hunger  lafts,  and  then  give  o’er ; 
Man’s  boundlefs  Avarice  his  Want  exceeds. 

And  on  his  Neighbours,  round  about  him,  feeds. 

His  Pride  and  vain  Ambition  are  fo  vaft. 

That,  Deluge  like,  they  lay  whole  Nations  waftej 
Debauches  and  Excefs,  tho’  with  lefs  Noife, 

As  great  a  Portion  of  Mankind  deftroy. 

The  Beafts  and  Monfters  Hercules  oppreft. 

Might,  in  that  Age,  fome  Provinces  infeft; 

Thefe  more  deftru&ive  Monfters  are  the  Bane 
Of  ev’ry  Age,  and  in  all  Nations  reign; 

But  foon  wou’d  vanilh,  if  the  World  were  bleft 
With  Sacred  Love,  by  which  they  are  repreft. 

Impendent  Death,  and  Guilt  that  threatens  Hell, 
Are  dreadful  Guefts,  which  here  with  Mortals  dwell; 
And  a  vest  Confcience,  mingling  with  their  Joy 
Thoughts  of  Defpair,  do’s  their  whole  Life  annoy  •' 
But,  Love  appearing,  all  thofe  Terrors  fly, 

We  live  contented,  and  contented  die : 
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They  in  whofe  Breaft  thi;  Sacred  Love  has  Place, 
Death  as  a  PafTage  to  their  Joy  embrace. 

Clouds  and  thick  Vapours  which  obfcure  the  Day, 
The  Sun’s  viftoricus  Beams  may  chafe  away ; 
Thofe  which  our  Life  corrupt,  and  darken.  Love, 
The  nobler  Star,  rrmft  from  the  Soul  remove: 
Spots  are  obferv'd  in  that  which  bounds  the  Year, 
This  brighter  Sun  moves  in  a  boundlefs  Spheres 
Of  Heav’n  the  Joy,  the  Glory,  and  the  Light, 
Shines  among  Angels,  and  admits  no  Night. 


CANTO  V. 


HIS  lion  Age,  fo  fraudulent  and  bold,  - 


X  Touch’d  with  this  Love,  wou’d  be  an  Age  of 
Not  as  they  feign’d,  that  Oaks  fnou’d  Honey  drop. 
Or  Land  neglefted  bear  an  unfown  Crop : 

Love  wou’d  make  all  things  eade,  fafe,  and  cheap. 
None  for  himfelf  wou’d  either  Sow  or  Reap: 

Our  tcady  Help  and  mutual  Love  wou’d  yield 
A  nobler  Harveft,  than  the  richeft  Field. 

Famine  and  Death,  confin’d  to  certain  Parts, 
Extended  are.  by  3acretinefs  of  Hearts ; 

Some  pine  for  Want,  where  others  Surfeit  now, 

But  then  we  fliou’d  the  ufe  of  Plenty  know; 

Love  wou’d  betwixt  the  Rich  and  Needy  ftand. 

And  fpread  Heav’ns  Bounty,  wicn  an  equal  Hand  ; 
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At  once  the  Givers  and  Receivers  blefs, 

Encreafe  their  Joy,  and  make  their  Sufferings  lefs. 
Who  for  himfelf  no  Miracle  wou’d  make, 
Difpens’d  with  fev’ral  for  the  Peoples’  fake ; 

He  that,  long  Fading,  wou’d  no  Wonder  ftiow. 
Made  Loaves  and  Fifties,  as  they  eat  them,  grow." 
Of  ail  his  Power,  which  boundlefs  was  above. 

Here  he  us’d  none,  but  to  exprefs  his  Love; 

And  fuch  a  Love  wou’d  make  our  Joy  exceed. 

Not  when  our  own,  but  other  Mouths  we  feed. 

Laws  wou’d  be  ufelefs,  which  rude  Nature  awe. 
Love,  changing  Nature,  wou’d  prevent  the  Law. 
Tygers,  and  Lions,  into  Dens  we  thruft. 

But  milder  Creatures  with  their  Freedom  rruft. 
Devils  ate  chain’d,  and  tremble ;  but  the  Spoufe 
No  force  but  Love;  nor  Bond,  but  Bounty,  knowst 
Men,  whom  we  now  lo  fierce  and  dang’rous  fee, 
Wou  d  Guardian  Angels  to  each  other  be  : 

Such  Wonders  can  this  mighty  Love  perform. 
Vultures  to  Doves,  Wolves  into  Lambs  transform. 

Love,  what  IfatM  prophecy’d,  can  do, 

Exalt  the  Valleys,  lay  the  Mountains  low ; 

Humble  the  Lofty,  the  Dejefted  raife,  .  ic 
Smooth,  and  make  fttaigbt,  our  rough  and  crooked 
Love,  ftrong  as  Death,  and  like  it,  ievels  2 
With  that  poffeft,  the  great  in  Title  fall, 
Themfelves  efteem  but  equal  to  the  lea 
Whom  Heav’n  with  that  high  Ckaa&it  has 
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This  Love,  the  Centre  of  our  Union,  can 
Alone  bellow  compleat  Repofe  on  Man; 

Tame  his  wild  Appetite,  make  inward  Peace, 
And  Foreign  Strife  among  the  Nations  ceafe: 
No  Martial  Trumpet  Jliou’d  difturb  our  Reft, 
Nor  Prince’s  Arm,  tho’  to  fubdue  the  Eaft; 
Where,  for  the  Tomb,  fo  many  Heroes,  taught 
By  thofe  that  guided  their  Devotion,  fcughc. 

Thrice  happy  we,  cou’d  we  like  Ardor  have 
To  gain  his  Love,  as  they  to  win  his  Grave  ! 
Love  as  he  lov’d;  a  Love  fo  unconfin’d. 

With  Arms  extended,  vvou’d  embrace  Mankind. 

Self-Love  wou'd  ceafe,  or  be  dilated,  when 
We  Ihou’d  behold  as  many  Seifs,  as  Men; 

All  of  one  Family,  in  Blood  ally  'd, 

His  precious  Blood  1  that  for  our  Ranfom  dy'd. 


CANTO  VI. 


H  O’  the  Creation,  fo  Divinely  taught, 


Prints  fuch  a  Irvely  Image  in  our  Thought, 


That  the  firft  Spark  of  new-Created  Light, 
From  Chaos  ftruck,  affefts  our  prefent  Sight : 

Yet  the  firft  Chriftians  did  efteem  more  bleft 
The  Day  of  Riling,  than  the  Day  of  Reft; 
That  ev’ry  Week  might  new  Occafion  give. 

To  make  his  Triumph  in  their  Mern’ry  live. 
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Tiien  let  out  Mufe  compofe  a  Sacred  Charm 
To  keep  his  Blood,  among  us,  ever  warm; 

And  Singing,  as  the  BlefTed  do  above, 

With  our  laft  Breath  dilate  this  Flame  of  Love. 

But,  on  fo  vaft  a  Subjeft,  who  can  find 
Words  that  may  reach  th’  Idea’,  of  his  Mind? 
Our  Language  fails,  or  if  it  coil’d  fupply, 

What  Mortal  Thought  can  raife  it  felf  fo  high  ? 

Defpairing  here,  we  might  abandon  Art, 

And  only  hope  to  have  it  in  our  Heart ; 

B  it  tho’  we  find  this  Sacred  Task  too  hard. 

Yet  the  Defign,  th’ Endeavour  brings  Reward., 
The  Contemplation  does  fufpend  our  Woe, 

And  makes  a  Truce  with  all  the  Ills  we  know. 

As  Saul's  afflifted  Spirit,  from  the  Sound 
Of  David's  Harp,  a  prefent  Solace  found; 

So  on  this  Theam  while  we  uui  Mufe  engage, 
No  Wounds  are  felt,  of  Fortune,  or  of  Age: 

On  Divtne  Love  to  meditate  is  Peace, 

And  makes  all  Cate  of  meaner  things  to  ceafe. 

Amaz’d  at  once,  and  Comforted,  to  find 
A  boundlefs  Pow’r  fo  infinitely  kind. 

The  Soul  contending  to  that  Light  to  fiie 
From  her  dark  Cell,  we  praclife  how  to  Die* 
Imploying  thus  the  Poet’s  winged  Art, 

To  reach  this  Love,  and  grave  it  in  our  Heart. 

Joy  fo  coinpleat,  fo  folid,  and  fevere, 

Wou’d  leave  no  place  for  meaner  Eleafures  there 
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Tale  they  wou’d  look>  as  Stars  that  muft  be  gone; 
When  fiom  the  Baft  the  riling  Sun  comes  on. 

Floriferis  ut  pcs  in  fait  i  bus  omnia  Hba?rt, 

Sic  nos  Scripture  depafcimur  aurea  dicla ; 

Aurea  perpetua  femper  dignijfma  vita.. 

Flam  Divinus  Amor  cum  ctepit  vociferari, 

Dijfugiunt  Animi  Tcrrorcs  :  - . - LuCf. 

Exul  cram,  retjuiefjue  mihi,  nor.  Fama  pet  it  a  eft. 
Mens  intenta  fuis  ne  font  ttfcjue  maiis. 

Namque  ubi  mota  calent  Sacra  men  Peftora  Musa, 
Altior  lasmano  Spirittts  illc  mala  eft. 


Be  Tuft. 
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TWO  CANTO’S, 


Occafion’d  upon  Sight  of  the  5 ;%d  Chap¬ 
ter  of  Ifaiah,  turn’d  into  Verfe  by 
Mrs .  Wharton. 


CANTO  I. 


Oets  we  prize,  when  in  their  Verfe  we  find 


JL  Some  great  Employment  of  a  worthy  Mind. 
Angels  have  been  inquifitive  to  know 
The  Secret,  which  this  Oracle  does  ihovv. 

What  was  to  come,  Ifaiah  did  declare. 

Which  Ihe  defcnbes,  as  if  the  had  been  there; 

Had  feen  the  Wounds,  which  to  the  Reader's  yiew 
She  draws  fo  lively,  that  they  bleed  anew. 

As  Ivy  thrives,  which  on  the  Oak  takes  hold. 

So,  with  the  Prophet’s,  may  her  Lines  grow  old; 
If  they  Ihou’d  die,  who  can  the  World  forgive  J 
Such  ficus  Lines !  When  wanton  £  who's  live. 
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Who  with  his  Breath  his  Image  did  infpire, 
Expetts  it  Ihou’d  foment  a  Nobler  Eire; 

Not  Love  which  Brutes,  as  well  as  Men,  may  know; 
But  Love  like  his,  to  whom  that  Breath  we  owe. 

Verfe  fo  defign’d,  on  that  high  Subject  wrote. 

Is  the  Peife&ion  of  an  ardent  Thought: 

The  Smoke  which  we  from  burning  Incenfe  raife. 
When  we  compleat  the  Sacrifice  of  Praife. 

In  boundlefs  Verfe  the  Fancy  foars  too  high. 
For  any  Objeft,  but  the  Deity. 

What  Mortal  can  with  Heav’n  pretend  to  Ihare 
In  the  Superlatives  of  Wife  and  Fair! 

A  meaner  Subjeft  when  with  thefe  we  grace, 

A  Giant’s  Haoit  on  a  Dwarf  we  place. 

Sacred  fliou’d  be  the  Produft  of  our  Mufe, 

Like  that  fweet  Oil,  above  all  private  Ufe, 

On  pain  of  Death  forbidden  to  be  made. 

But  when  it  fnould  be  on  the  Altar  laid. 

Verfe  Ihows  a  rich  ineftimable  Vein; 

When  dropt  from  Heav’n,  ’tis  thither  fent  again. 

Of  Bounty  ’tis  that  he  admits  our  Praife, 

Which  does  not  him,  but  us  that  yield  it,  ra^fe; 
Tor  as  that  Angel  up  to  Heav’n  did  rife. 

Born  on  the  Flame  of  M.mcah's  Sacrifice; 

So,  wing’d  with  Praife,  we  penetrate  the  Sky, 
Teach  Clouds  and  Stars  to  praife  him  as  we  fly; 
The  whole  Creation,  by  our  Fail  made  groan. 

His  Praife  to  eccho,  and  Impend  their  Moan* 
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For  that  he  Reigns,  all  Creatines  ihou’d  rejoyce, 
And  we  with  Songs  fupply  their  want  of  Voice. 

The  Church  Triumphant,  and  the  Church  below. 
In  Songs  of  Praife  their  prefent  Union  ftow: 

Their  Joys  are  full,  our  Expe&ation  long; 

In  Life  we  differ,  but  we  join  in  Song. 

Angels,  and  we,  aflifted  by  this  Arr, 

May  ling  together,  tho’  we  dwell  apart. 

Thus  we  reach  Heav’n,  while  vainer  Poems  muft 
No  higher  rife,  than  Winds  may  lift  the  Dull: 
Prom  that  they  fpring;  this  from  his  Breath  that  gave. 
To  the  firft  Duft,  th’  Immortal  Soul  we  have : 

His  Praife  well  fung,  our  great  Endeavour  here, 
Shakes  off  the  Duft,  and  makes  that  Breath  appear. 


CANTO  ir. 


HE  that  did  firft  this  way  of  Writing  grace, 
Converft  with  the  Almighty  Face  to  Face;. 
Wonders  he  did  in  Sacred  Verfe  unfold, 

When  he  had  more  than  eighty  Winters  told: 
The  Writer  feels  no  dire  Eft  eel:  of  Age, 

Nor  Verfe  that  flows  from  fo  Divine  a  Rage : 

Eldeft  of  Poets,  he  beheld  the  Light, 

When  firft  it  triumph’d  o’er  Eternal  Night: 

Chaos  he  faw,  and  cou’d  diftinclly  tell 
How  that  Confulion  into  Order  fell: 

As  if  confulted  with,  he  has  expreit 
The  Work  of  the  Creator,  and  his  Reft: 
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How  the  Flood  drown’d  the  firft  offending  Race, 
Which  might  the  Figure  of  our  Globe  deface; 

For  new-made  Earth,  fo  even  and  fo  fair, 

Lefs  equal  now,  uncertain  makes  the  Air; 
Surpriz’d  with  Heat,  and  unexpefted  Coid, 

Early  Diftempers  make  out  Youth  look  Old  : 

Our  Days  fo  evil,  and  fo  few,  may  tell 
That  on  the  Ruins  of  that  World  we  dwell. 
Sttong  as  the  Oaks  that  nomilh’d  them,  and  high. 
That  Jong- liv’d  Race  did  on  their  Force  rely, 
Negletting  Heav’n  :  But  we,  of  ihorter  Date, 
Shou’d  be  more  mindful  of  impendent  Fate. 

To  Worms,  that  crawl  upon  the  Rubbiih  here. 
This  Span  of  Life  may  yet  too  long  appear: 
Enough  to  humble,  and  to  make  us  great. 

If  it  prepare  us  for  a  Noble  Seat. 

Which  well  obferving,  he  in  num’rous  Lines, 
Taught  wretched  Man,  how  fall  his  Life  declines  : 
jn  whom  he  dwelt,  before  the  World  was  made,, 
And  may  again  retire,  when  that  lhall  fade. 

The  iafting  Iliads  have  not  liv'd  fo  long. 

As  his  and  Deborah's  Triumphant  Song. 

Dclphos  unknown,  no  Mufe  cou’d  them  infpite. 

But  that  which  governs  the  Celeftial  Quite. 

Heav’n  to  the  Pious  did  this  Art  reveal ; 

And  from  their  Store  fuccecding  Poets  Heal. 

Homer's  Seamans:  er  for  the  Trojans  fought, 

And  1  well’d  fo  high,  by  her  old  Kjjkm  taught : 
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His  River  fcarce  cou’d  fierce  ^Achilles  ftay ; 

Hei’s,  more  fuccefsful,  fwept  her  Foes  away  : 

The  Hoaft  of  Heav’n,  his  Phoebus  and  his  Mars, 

He  arms  3  intruded  by  her  fitting  Stars  : 

She  led  them  all  againft  the  common  Foe  3 
But  he,  mif-led  by  what  he  faw  below. 

The  Powers  above,  like  wretched  Men,  divides. 

And  breaks  their  Union  into  different  Sides. 

The  nobleft  Parts  which  in  his  Heroes  feine, 

May  be  but  Copies  of  that  Heroine: 

Homer  himfelf,  and  Agamemnon,  She 
The  Writer  cou’d,  and  the  Commander,  be. 

Truth  fee  relates,  in  a  fublimer  Strain, 

Than  all  the  Tales  the  boldeft  Greeks  cou’d  feign; 
For  what  fee  fung,  the  Spirit  did  indite, 

Which  gave  her  Courage,  and  Succefs,  in  Fight : 

A  double  Garland  crowns  the  matehlefs  Dame; 
From  Heav’n  her  Poem,  and  het  Conqueft,  camc>- 
Tho’  of  the  Jens  fee  merit  moft  Efteem: 

Yet  here  the  Chriftian  has  the  greater  Theme: 

Her  martial  Song  defcribes  how  St  [era  fell, 

This  lings  our  Triumph  over  Death  and  Hell. 

The  riling  Light  employ’d  the  facred  Breath 
Of  the  bleft  Virgin,  and  Elizabeth ; 

In  Songs  of  Joy  the  Angels  fung  his  Birth  : 

Here,  how  he  treated  was  upon  the  Earth 
Trembling  we  read  5  th’  Affli&ion  and  the  Scorn; 
Which,  for  our  Guilt,  fo  patiently  was  born. 

Conception, 
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Conception,  Birth,  and  SufPiing,  all  belong, 
Tho’  various  Tarts,  to  one  Celeftial  Song : 
And  Ihe,  well  uling  fo  divine  an  Art, 

Has,  in  this  Confort,  fung  the  Tragick  Part. 

As  Hannah’s  Seed  was  vow’d  to  facied  Ufe, 
So  here  this  Lady  confecrates  her  Mufe. 

With  like  Reward  may  Heav’n  her  Bed  adorn, 
With  Fruit  as  fair  as  by  her  Mufe  is  Born. 


On  the  Paraphrafe  on  the  LOR  D's 
Prayer  ^Written  by  Mrs.  Whak.  ton. 

C  Hence,  you  Winds  !  liften  Etherial  Lights! 

While  our  V  rani  a  lings  what  Heav’n  indites; 
The  Numbers  are  the  Nymph’s,  but  from  above 
Defcends  the  Pledge  of  that  Eternal  Love. 

Here  wretched  Mortals  have  not  Leave  alone. 
But  are  inftrufied  to  approach  his  Throne ; 

And  how  can  he  to  miferable  Men 
Deny  Reqnefts,  which  his  own  Hand  did  PenJ- 
In  the  Evangelills  we  find  the  Profe, 

Which,  paraphras’d  hy  her,  a  Poem  grows: 

A  devout  B-apture !  fo  divine  a  Hymn  ! 

It  may  become  the  higheft  Seraphim; 

For  they,  like  her,  in  that  Celeftial  Quire, 

Sing  only  what  the  Spirit  does  infpire. 

Taught  by  our  Lord  and  theirs,  with  us  they  may 

all,  but  pardon  for  Offences,  pray. 
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Some  Reflexions  of  his  upon  ths  fever al 
Petitions  in  the  fame  Prayer. 

I.  IS  Sacred  Name,  with  Reverence  profound. 


Shou’d  mention’d  be,  and  trembling  at  the 
It  was  Jehovah,  ’tis  Our  Father  now,  LSound : 

So  low  to  us  does  Heav’n  vouchfafe  to  bow. 
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He  brought  it  down,  that  taught  us  how  to  Pray, 
And  did  fo  dearly  for  our  Ranfom  pay. 

II.  His  Kjpidom  come  :  For  this  we  pray  in  vain, 
Unlefs  he  does  in  our  Affeftions  reign  : 

Abfurd  it  were  to  wilh  for  fuch  a  King, 

And  not  Obedience  to  his  Scepter  bring ; 

Whole  Yoke  is  eafie,  and  his  Burthen  light. 

His  Service  Freedom,  and  his  Judgments  right. 

III.  His  Will  be  done:  In  Fact  ’tis  always  done, 
But,  as  ia  Heav’n,  it  muft  be  made  our  own : 

His  Will  lhou’d  ail  our  Inclinations  fway, 

Whom  Nature  and  the  Univerfe  obey. 

Happy  the  Man,  whole  Wilhes  are  confin’d 
To  what  has  been  Eternally  defign’d ; 

Referring  all  to  his  Paternal  Care, 

To  whom  more  dear,  than  to  our  felves,  we  ate! 

IV.  It  is  not  what  our  Avarice  hoards  up ; 

’Tis  he  that  feeds  us,  and  that  fills  our  Cup: 
Like  new-boin  Babes,  depending  on  the  Breaft, 
From  Day  to  Day  we  on  his  Bounty  feaft. 
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Nor  Ihou’d  the  Soul  expect  above  a  Day 
To  dwell  in  her  frail  Tenement  of  Clay  : 

The  fetting  Sun  lhou’d  feem  to  bound  our  Race, 
And  the  new  Day  a  Gift  of  fpecial  Grace. 

v.  That  he  /halt'd  all  our  Trefpajfes  forgive , 
While  we  in  Hatred  with  our  Neighbours  live; 
Tho’  fo  to  Pray  may  feem  an  eafie  Task, 

V.'e  curfe  our  felves  when  thus  inchn’d  We  ask: 
This  Prayer  to  ufe,  we  ought  with  equal  Care 
Our  Souls  as  to  the  Sacrament  prepare. 

The  Nobieft  Worlhip  of  the  Pow’r  above, 

Is  to  extol,  and  imitate,  his  Love : 

Not  to  forgive  our  Enemies  alone, 

Eut  ule  our  Bounty  that  they  may  be  wort. 

VI.  Guard  us  from  nil  Temptations  of  the  Toe ; 
And  thofe  we  may  in  feveral  Stations  know: 
The  Rich  and  Poor  in  flippery  Piaces  Hand: 

Give  us  enough,  but  with  a  fparing  Hand: 

Not  ill-perfwuding  Want,  nor  wanton  Wealth  ; 
Sut  what  proportions  is  to  Life  and  Health. 

Eor  not  the  Dead,  but  Living,  ling  thy  Pralfe, 
Exalt  thy  Kingdom,  and  thy  Glory  raife. 


- Favete  Linguis - 

Virginibus  Pnerifqtte  Canto. 
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Of  the  lafi  VERSE  S  in  the  BOO  K. 


[not  Write, 


HEN  we  for  Age  cou’d  neither  Read  nor 


*’  The  Subjeff  made  us  able  to  indite. 

The  Soul  with  Nobler  Refolutions  deckt. 

The  Body  {looping,  does  her  feif  ereft: 

No  Mortal  Farts  are  requilite  to  raife 
Her,  that  Unbody’d  can  her  Maker  praife. 

The  Seas  are  quiet,  when  the  Winds  give  o'er; 
So  calm  are  we,  when  Fa3ions  are  no  more: 

For  then  we  know  how  vain  it  was  to  boat! 

Of  fleeting  Things,  fo  certain  to  be  loft. 

Clouds  of  Affeftion  from  our  younger  Eyes 
Conceal  that  Emptinefs,  which  Age  defcries. 

The  Soul’s  dark  Cottage,  batter’d  and  decay’d. 
Lets  in  new  Light  thro’Chinks  that  Time  has  made: 
Stronger  by  Wealtnefs,  Wifer  Men  become, 

As  they  draw  near  to  their  Eternal  Home: 

Leaving  the  Old,  both  Worlds  at  once  they  view, 
That  {land  upon  the  Threshold  of  the  New. 

-  —r—Miratm'  Li nun  Vljmpi.  Virgil. 
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Written  in  the  Tear  1 687. 

C  sA  N  T  0  I. 

H  E  Fear  of  God  is  Freedom,  Joy  and  Peace; 


-a  And  makes  all  Ills,  that  vest  us  here, to  ceafe 
Tho’  the  Word,  Fear,  feme  Men  may  ill  endure; 
’Tis  fuch  a  Fear,  as  only  makes  fecure. 

Ask  of  no  Angel  to  reveal  thy  Fate ; 

Look  in  thy  Hear:,  the  Mirrour  of  thy  State: 

He  that  Invites  will  not  th’Invicj^  mock; 

Op’ning  to  ail,  that  do  in  earneft  knock. 

Our  Hopes  are  all  well  grounded  on  this  Fear ; 
All  our  Aflurance  rolls  upon  that  Sphere. 

This  Fear,  th3t  drives  ail  o.her  Fears  away. 

Shall  be  my  Song,  the  Morning  of  our  Day. 
Where  this  Fear  is,  there’s  nothing  to  be  fear’d: 
I:  brings  from  Keav’n  an  Angel  for  a  Guard. 
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’tranquility  and  Peace  this  Fear  does  give: 

Hell  gapes  for  thofe  that  do  without  it  live. 

It  is  a  Beam,  which  he  on  Man  lets  fall. 

Of  Light ;  by  which  he  made  and  governs  all. 

’Tis  God  alone  Ihou’d  not  offended  be: 

But  we  pleafe  others,  as  more  great  than  he. 

For  a  good  Caufe,  the  Sufferings  of  Man  ' 

May  well  be  born  :  ’Tis  more  than  Angels  can. 
Man,  fince  his  Fall,  in  no  mean  Station  reds, 
Above  the  Angels,  or  below  the  Bealls. 

He  with  true  joy  their  Hearts  does  only  fill. 

That  third  and  hunger  to  perform  his  Will. 
Others,  tho’  rich,  fhall  in  this  World  be  vext; 

And  fadly  live,  in  Terror  of  the  next. 

The  W orld’s  great  Conqu’ror  wou’d  his  P  oint  purfue ; 
And  wept,  becaufe  he  cou'd  not  find  a  New  : 
Which  had  he  done,  yet  ftill  he  wou’d  have  cry’d, 
To  make  him  work,  until  a  Third  he  fpy’d. 
Ambition,  Avarice  will  nothing  owe) 

To  Heav’n  it  felf,  unlefs  it  make  them  grow. 

Tho’  richly  fed,  Man’s  Care  does  dill  exceed: 

Has  but  one  Mouth,  yet  wou’d  a  thoufand  feed. 

In  Wealth  and  Honour,  by  fuch  Men  polled. 

If  they  increafe  not,  there  is  found  no  Red. 

All  their  Delight  is  while  their  Wifli  comes  in; 
Sad  when  it  dops,  as  there  had  nothing  been  : 

’Tis  drange,  Men  lhou’d  negleft  their  prefent  Store, 
And  take  no  Joy,  but  in  purfuing  more: 
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No,  tho’  arriv’d  at  all  the  World  can  aim. 

This  is  the  Mark  and  Glory  of  our  Frame: 

A  Sou!  capacious  of  the  Deity, 

Nothing,  but  he  that  made,  can  fatisfie. 

A  thoufand  Worlds,  if  we  with  him  compare, 
Lefs  than  fo  many  Drops  of  Water  are. 

Men  take  no  Pleafure,  but  in  new  Defigns  : 

And  v, hat  they  hope  for,  what  they  have, outlhines. 
Our  Sheep  and  Oxen  feem  no  more  to  crave; 

With  full  Content  feeding  on  what  they  have, 

Vex  not  themfelves  for  an  Increafe  of  Store ; 

But  think  to  Morrow  we  fliall  give  them  more; 
What  we  from  Day  to  D2y  receive  from  Heav’n, 
They  do  from  us  exped  it  ffiou’d  be  giv’n ; 

We  made  them  not,  yet  they  on  us  rely; 

More  than  vain  Men  upon  the  Deity  : 

More  Beads  than  they,  that  will  not  underftan d. 
That  we  are  fed  from  his  immediate  Hand. 

Man,  that  in  him  has  Being,  moves  and  lives. 

What  can  he  have,  or  ufe:  but  what  he  gives? 

So  that  no  Bread  can  Nouriihmeiit  afford, 

Or  ufeful  be,  without  his  Sacred  Word. 


CANTO  II. 


Atth  praifes  Conquerors  for  ffieading  Blood  : 


Heav’n  thofe  that  love  their  Foes,  and  do ’em 


good. 
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It  is  terreftrial  Honour ,  to  be  crown’d 

For  ftrowing  Men,  like  Rulhes,  on  the  Ground; 

True  Glory  ’tis  to  rife  above  them  all. 

Without  th’  Adantage  taken  by  their  Fall, 

He  that  in  Fight  diminiflies  Mankind, 

Does  no  Additition  to  his  Stature  find.- 
But  he  that  does  a  noble  Nacure  Ihow, 

Obliging  others,  ftill  does  higher  grow; 

For  Virtue  practis'd  fuch  an  Habit  gives. 

That  among  Men  he  like  an  Angel  lives  : 

Humbly  he  doth,  and  without  Envy,  dwell. 

Lov’d  and  admir’d  by  thole  he  docs  excel. 

Fools  Anger  ihew,  which  Politicians  hide: 

Bleft  with  this  Fear,  Men,  let  it  not  abide. 

The  humble  Man,  when  he  receives  a  Wrong, 
Refers  ReveDge  to  whom  it  doth  belong: 

Nor  fees  he  Reafon,  why  he  lhou’d  ingage, 

Or  vex  his  Spirit  for  another’s  Rage. 

Plac’d  on  a  Rock,  vain  Men,  he  pities,  toft 
On  raging  Waves,  and  in  the  Tempeft  loft. 

The  rolling  Planets,  and  the  glorious  Sun,  ’ 

Still  keep  that  Order  which  they  firft  begun,- 
They  their  firft  Leflon  conftantly  repeat, 

W.-.ich  their  Creator,  as  a  Law,  did  fer/ 

Above,  below,  exaiftly.  all  obey  : 

But  wretched  Men  have  found  another  Way. 
Knowledge  of  Good  and  Evil,  as  at  firft, 

That  vain  Perfuafion  keeps  them  ftill  acctirft. 

The 
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The  Sacred  Word  refufing  as  a  Guide, 

Slaves  they  become  ro  Luxury  and  Pride. 

As  Clocks,  remaining  in  the  skilful  Hand 
Of  fome  great  Matter,  at  the  Bigute  ftand ; 

But  when  abroad,  neglefted  they  do  go, 

At  random  ftrike,  and  the  falfe  Hour  do  Ihow  : 
So  from  our  Maker  wandering,  we  ftray. 

Like  Birds,  that  know  not  to  their  Nefts  the  way. 
In  him  we  dwelt  before  our  Exile  here; 

And  may,  returning,  find  Contentment  there: 
True  Joy  may  find,  Perfection  of  Delight  ; 
Eehold  his  Face,  and  ihun  eternalNight. 

Silence,  my  Mufe  !  make  not  thefe  Jewels  cheap, 
Expofing  to  the  World  too  large  an  Heap. 

Of  all  we  read,  the  facred  Writ  is  beft; 

Where  great  Truths  are  in  feweft  Words  expreft. 

Wreftling  with  Death,  thefe  Lines  I  did  indite; 
No  other  Theme  cou’d  give  my  Soul  Delight. 

O  that  my  Youth  had  thus  imploy’d  my  Pen ! 

Or  that  I  now  cou’d  write  as  well  as  then  ! 

But  ’tis  of  Grace,  if  Sicknefs,  Age  and  Pain 
Are  felt  as  Throws,  when  we  are  born  again  : 
Timely  they  come  to  wean  us  from  this  Earth; 
As  Pangs,  that  wait  upon  a  Second  Birth. 
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Mr.  WALLERS  SPEECH 

to  the  Honfe  of  Commons . 
April  zz.  1640. 

Mr.  SPEAKER) 

I  Will  ufe  no  Preface,  as  they  do  who  prepare 
Men  for  fomething  in  which  they  have  a  par- 
ticu'ar  Intereft:  1  will  only  propofe  what  I  con¬ 
ceive  fit  for  the  Houfe  to  confider;  and  lhall  be  no 
more  concerned  in  the  Event,  than  they  that  lhall 
hear  me. 

Two  things  I  otfeive  in  his  Majefly’s  Demands. 
Firjl,  The  Supply. 

Secondly,  Our  lpeedy  Difpatch  thereof. 

Touching  the  Firft  :  His  Majefty’s  Occafions  for 
Mony  are  but  too  evident.  For,  to  fay  nothing, 
how  we  are  negle&ed  abroad,  and  diftra&ed  at  home; 
the  Calling  of  this  Parliament,  and  our  Sitting  here 
(an  Effett  which  no  light  Caufe  cou’d  in  thefe  Times 
have  produced)  is  enough  to  make  any  reafonable 
Man  believe,  That  the  Exchequer  abounds  not  fo 
much  in  Mony,  as  the  State  does  in  Occafions  to 
ufe  it.  And  I  hope  we  lhall  all  appear  willing  to 
difprove  thofe  who  have  thought  to  dilfwade  his 
Majefty  from  this  way  of  Parliaments,  as  uncertain; 
and  to  let  Him  fee,  it  is  as  teadv,  and  more  fafe, 
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for  the  Advancement  of  His  Affairs,  than  any  New, 
or  pretended  Old,  Way  whutfoever. 

For  the  fpeedy  Difpatch  required,  which  was  the 
Second  thing,  not  only  his  Majefty,  but  %e s  Ipfa  lo¬ 
quitur  ;  the  Occafion  feerns  to  importune  no  lefs : 
Neceflny  is  come  upon  us  like  an  Armed  Man. 

Yet  the  ufe  of  Parliaments  heretofore  (as  appears 
by  the  Writs  that  call  us  hither)~was  to  advife  with 
His  Majefty  of  Things  concerning  the  Church  and 
Commonwealth.  And  it  harh  ever  been  the  Cuftom 
of  Parliaments,  by  good  and  wholfeme  Laws  torefrefis 
the  Commonwealth  in  general;  yea  and  to  defcend 
into  the  Remedies  of  particular  Grievances;  before 
any  mention  made  of  a  Supply.  Look  back  upon 
the  beft  Parliaments,  and  ftill  you  fliall  find,  That 
the  laft  Acts  are  for  the  free  Gifts  of  Subfidies  on 
the  People’s  part,  and  General  Pardons  on  the  King’s 
part.  Even  the  wifeft  Kings  have  firft  acquainted 
their  Parliaments  with  their  Defigns,  and  the  Rea¬ 
sons  thereof ;  and  then  demanded  the  Afliftance, 
both  of  their  Council  and  Purfes.  But  Phyficians, 
though  they  be  called  of  the  lateft,  muft  not  fto- 
mach  it,  or  talk  what  might  have  been,  but  apply 
themfelves  roundly  to  the  Cure.  Let  us  not  ftand* 
too  nicely  upon  Circumftances,  nor  too  rigidly  poft- 
pone  the  matter  of  Supply,  to  the  healing  of  our 
lighter  Wounds.  Let  us  do,  what  poliibly  may  be 
done  with  Reafon  and  Honefty  out  parts,  to  com¬ 
ply  with  his  Majefty’s  Defires,  and  to  prevent  the 
imminent  Ills  which  threaten  us. 

But  confider  (Mr.  Speaker)  that  they  who  think 
themfelves  already  undone,  can  never  apprehend 
themfelves  in  Danger :  and  they  that  have  nothing 
left,  can  never  give  freely.  Nor  lhall  we  ever  dif- 
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charge  the  Truft  of  thofe  that  fent  us  hither,  ot 
make  them  believe  that  they  contribute  to  their 
own  Defence  and  Safety ;  unlefs  his  Majefty  be 
pleafed,  firft  to  reflore  them  to  the  Property  of 
their  Goods  and  Lawful  Liberties,  whereof  they 
efteem  themfelves  now  out  of  Pofl'eflion.  One 
need  not  tell  you,  That  the  Property  of  Goods 
is  the  Mother  of  Courage,  and  the  Nurfe  of  In- 
duftry,  makes  us  valiant  in  War,  and  good  Huf- 
bands  in  Peace.  The  Experience  I  have  of  former 
Parliaments,  and  my  prefent  Obfervation  of  the 
Care  the  Country  has  had  to  chufe  Perfons  of 
Worth  and  Courage,  makes  me  think  this  Houfe 
like  the  Spartans,  whofe  forward  Valour  required 
fome  fofter  Mulick  to  allay  and  quiet  their  Spirits, 
too  much  moved  with  the  found  of  Martial  Inftru- 
ments.  ’Tis  not  the  Fear  of  Imprifonment,  or,  if 
need  be,  of  Death  it  felf,  that  can  keep  a  true-heart¬ 
ed  EngliJfj  Man  from  the  Care  to  leave  this  part  of 
his  Inheritance  as  entire  to  Pofterity,  as  he  received 
it  from  his  Ancefters. 

This  therefore  let  us  firft  do,  and  the  more  fpee- 
dily,  that  we  may  come  to  the  matter  of  Supplyj 
let  us  give  new  Force  to  the  many  Laws  which 
have  been  heretofore  made  for  the  maintaining  of 
our  Rights  and  Privileges,  and  endeavour  to  re- 
ftore  this  Nation  to  it’s  Fundamental  and  Vital 
Liberties,  the  Property  of  our  Goods,  and  the 
Freedom  of  our  Perfons  :  No  way  doubting,  but 
we  Ihall  find  his  Majefty  as  gracious  and  ready,  as 
any  of  his  Royal  Progenitors  have  been,  to  grant 
our  juft  Delires  therein.  For  not  only  the  People 
do  think,  but  the  Wifeft  do  know,  That  what  we 
have  fuffered  in  this  long  Vacancy  of  Parliaments, 
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we  have  fuffered  fiom  his  Minifters.  That  the  Per- 
fon  oh  no  King  was  ever  better  beloved  of  his  Peo¬ 
ple  ;  and  that  no  People  were  ever  more  unfatif- 
fied  with  the  ways  of  levying  Monies,  are  Two 
Truths  which  may  ferve,  one  to  demonftrate  the 
other:  For  fuch  is  their  Averfion  to  the  prefent 
Courfes,  That  neither  the  Admiration  they  have 
of  his  Majefty’s  native  Inclinations  to  Juftice  and 
Clemency,  nor  the  pretended  Confent  of  the 
Judges,  could  make  them  willingly  fubrnit  them- 
felves  to  this  late  Tax  of  Ship-Mony :  And  fuch  is 
their  Natural  Love  and  juft  Efteem  of  his  Majefty’s 
Goodnefs,  That  no  late  Preflure  could  provoke  them, 
nor  any  Example  invite  them,  to  Dilloya’.ty  or  Dif- 
©bcdience. 

But  what  is  it  then,  that  hath  bred  this  Mifun- 
derftanding  betwixt  the  King  and  his  People  2  How 
is  it,  that  having  fo  good  a  King,  we  have  fomuch 
to  complain  of?  Why,  we  are  told  ol  the  Son  of 
Solomon,  that  he  was  a  Prince  of  a  tender  Heart  ; 
and  yet  we  fee,  by  the  Advice  of  violent  Coun- 
fellors,  how  rough  an  Anfwer  he  gave  to  his  Peo¬ 
ple.  That  his  F  ingcrfhor.ld  he  as  heavy  as  his  Father's 
Loins,  was  not  his  own,  but  the  Voice  of  feme  Per- 
fons  about  him,  that  wanted  the  Gravity  and  Mo¬ 
deration  requiftte  for  the  Counfellors  of  a  young 
King.  I  love  not  to  prefs  Allegories  too  far;  but 
the  Refemblance  of  Job's  Story  with  ours  holds  fo 
■well,  that  I  cannot  but  obferve  it  to  you.  It  plea- 
fed  God  to  give  his  Enemy  leave  to  afflitt  him 
•more  than  once  or  twice,  and  to  take  all  he  had 
from  him ;  and  yet  he  was  not  provoked  to  rebel, 
fo  much  as  with  his  Tongue;  tho’  he  had  no  very 
good  Example  of  one  that  lay  very  neat  him,  and 

felt 
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felt  not  half  that  which  he  fnffei’d.  1  hope  his 
Majefty  will  imitate  God  in  the  benigner  part  too; 
and  as  he  was  leveie  to  J»b  only  while  he  dlfcour- 
fed  with  another  concerning  him;  but  when  he 
vouchlafed  to  fpeak  himfclf  to  him,  began  to  re¬ 
buke  thofe,  who  had  miftaken  and  mil-judged  his 
Cafe,  and  :o  reflore  the  patient  Man  to  his  former 
Prosperity  :  So  now,  that  his  Majefty  hath  admit¬ 
ted  us  to  his  Prefence,  and  fpokenFace  to  Face  with 
us,  Idoubtnotbutwelhall  fee  fairer  Days,  and  be  as 
Rich  in  the  Pofl'effion  of  our  own  as  ever  we  were. 

I  wonder  at  thofe  that  feem  to  doubt  the  Suc- 
cefs  of  this  Parliament,  or  that  the  Mifunderftand- 
ing  between  t.-.e  King  and  his  People  ihould  laft 
any  longer,  now  they  are  fo  happily  met.  His 
Majefty’s  Wants  are  not  lo  great,  but  that  we  may- 
find  Means  to  fupply  him:  Nor  our  Deures  fo  un¬ 
reasonable,  or  fo  incompatible  with  Government, 
but  that  his  Majefty  may  well  facisfie  them.  For 
our  late  Experience,  I  hope,  will  teach  us  what 
Rocks  to  lliun,  and  how  necefi'ary  the  ufe  of  Mo¬ 
deration  is.  And  for  his  Majefty,  he  has  had  Ex¬ 
perience  enough,  how  that  profpers,  which  is  got¬ 
ten  without  the  concurrent  Good-will  of  his  Peo¬ 
ple:  Never  more  Mony  taken  from  the  Subjcft; 
never  more  want  in  the  Exchequer.  If  we  look  upon 
what  has  been  paid;  it  is  more  than  ever  the  People 
of  England  were  wont  to  pay  in  fuch  a  time :  If  we  look 
upon  what  has  been  effected  therewith;  it  ihews,  as 
if  never  King  had  been  worfe  fupplyed.  So  that 
we  feem  to  have  endeavoured  the  filling  of  a  Sieve 
with  Water.  Whofoever  gave  Advice  for  thefe 
j  Courfes,  has  made  good  the  Saying  of  the  Wife 
Man,  Qui  cmturbat  Domum  fuam  pojfidcbit  Ventum. 
By  new  ways  they  think  to  accomplilh  Wonders ; 

N  3  but 
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but  in  truth  they  grafp  the  Wind,  and  are  at  the 
^arne  time  cruel  to  us,  and  to  the  King  too.  For 
if  the  Commonwealth  flouriih,  then  he  that  hath 
the  Sovereignty  can  never  want  nor  do  amifs:  fo  as 
he  govern  not  according  to  the  Intereft  of  others; 
but  go  the  ihorteft  and  the  fafeft  Ways,  to  his  own, 
and  the  Common  Good. 

The  Kings  of  this  Nation  have  always  governed 
by  Parliament :  And  if  we  look  upon  the  Succefs  of 
things  lince  Parliaments  were  laid  by,  it  relembles 
that  of  the  Grecians , 

Ex  illo  fltitre  fy  retro  fublapfa  referri 

7 \es  Danaum - 

efpecially  on  the  Subje&s  part.  For  though  the  King 
hath  gotten  little;  they  have  loft  all. 

Put  his  Majefty  fiiall  hear  the  Truth  from  us  ; 
and  we  fir  all  make  appear  the  Errors  of  thofe  Di¬ 
vines,  who  would  perfwade  us,  that  a  Monarch 
muft  be  Abfoiute,  and  that  he  may  do  all  things 
ad  libitum ;  receding  not  only  from  their  Text  (tho’ 
that  be  a  wand’ring  too)  but  from  the  way  theij 
own  Profeftion  might  teach  them,  State  fr.per  lias 
antiepuas,  and  %ernove  not  tbe  ancient  Bounds  and 
Land-marks  tvbich  our  Fathers  have  fet.  If  to  be  Ab¬ 
foiute,  were  to  be  reftrained  by  no  Laws ;  then  can 
no  King  in  Chrifler.dom  be  fo ;  for  they  all  ftand 
obliged  to  the  Laws  Chriftian.  And  we  ask  no 
mote  ;  for  to  this  Pillar  are  our  Privileges  fixt,  our  i 
Kings  at  their  Coronation  taking  a  facred  Oath  not 
to  infringe  them. 

1  am  lorry  tnele  Men  take  no  more  care  to  gain  ; 
our  Belief  of  thole  things,  which  they  tell  us  for 
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our  Sou's  Health  ;  while  we  know  them  fo  rnani- 
fetily  in  the  Wrong,  in  that  which  concerns  the 
Liberties  and  Privileges  of  the  Subjects  of  England-. 
But  they  gain  Preferment ;  and  then  ’tis  no  matter, 
tho’.  they  neither  beiieve  themielves,  nor  are  be¬ 
lieved  by  others,  but  lince  they  ate  fo  ready  to  let 
loofe  the  Consciences  of  t heir  Kings,  we  are  the 
more  carefully  to  provide  for  out  Pro;  eftion  againft 
this  Pulpit-Law,  by  declaring  and  reinforcing  the 
Municipal  Laws  of  this  Kingdom. 

It  is  worth,  obferving,  how  new  this  Opinion  is, 
or  rather  this  way  of  ruling,  even  among  them- 
lelves.  For  Mr.  Hooker ,  who  fure  was  no  refracto¬ 
ry  Man,  (as  they  term  it)  thinks.  That  the  fiift 
Government  was  Arbitrary ,  ’till  it  was  found,  that 
to  live  by  one  Man’s  Will,  became  the  Caufe  of 
all  Mens  Mifety  :  (Thefe  are  his  Words)  conclu¬ 
ding,  That  this  was  the  Original  of  inventing 
Laws.  And  if  we  look  further  back,  our  Hiftoties 
will  tell  us,  that  the  Prelates  of  this  Kingdom  have 
often  been  the  Mediators  between  the  King  and 
his  Subje&s,  to  prefent  and  pray  Redtefs  of  their 
Grievances  ;  and  had  reciprocally  then  as  much 
Love  and  Reverence  from  the  People. 

But  thefe  Preachers,  move  active  than  their  Frc- 
decelTors,  and  wifet  than  the  Laws,  have  found  out 
a  better  Form  of  Government.  The  King  mult  be 
a  more  Abfoluce  Monarch,  than  any  of  his  Prede- 
celiors ;  and  to  them  he  mud  owe  it :  tho’  in  the 
mean  time,  they  hazard  the  Hearts  of  his  People  ; 
and  involve  him  in  a  thoufand  Difficulties.  For, 
fuppole  this  Form  of  Government  were  inconveni¬ 
ent  ;  and  yet  this  is  but  a  Suppofition,  for  thefe 
five  hundred  Years  it  hath  not  only  maintained  us 
N  4  in 
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in  Safety,  but  made  us  Viftorious  over  other  Nati¬ 
ons;  but.  1  fay,  fuppofe  they  have  another  Idea  of 
one  mote  convenient ;  we  all  know  how  dangerous 
Innovations  are,  though  to  the  better,  and  what  ha¬ 
zard  thofe  Princes  muft  run,  that  enterprize  the 
Change  of  a  long-eftablifh’d  Government.  Now  of 
all  our  Kings  that  have  gone  before,  and  of  all  that 
are  to  fucceed  in  this  happy  Race;  Why  fliou’d  fo 
Pious  and  fo  Good  a  King  be  expofed  to  this  Trou¬ 
ble  and  Hazard  !  Befiries,  that  Kings  fo  diverted  caa 
never  do  any  great  Matter  abroad. 

But  while  thefe  Men  have  thus  bent  their  Wits 
againft  the  Laws  of  their  Country;  whether  they 
have  neglefted  their  own  Province,  and  what  Tares 
are  grown  up  in  the  Field  which  they  fliou’d  have 
tilled,  I  leave  to  a  feco/id  Confideration  :  Not 
bur  that  Religion  ought  to  be  the  firft  tiling  in  our 
Turpofes  and  Defircs  ;  but  that  which  is  firft  in  Dig¬ 
nity,  is  not  always  to  precede  in  order  of  Time. 
For  Well-bemg  fuppofes  a  leing ;  and  the  firft  m- 
pediment,  which  Men  naturally  endeavour  to  re¬ 
move,  is  the  want  of  thofe  things,  without  which 
they  cannot  fubfift.  God  fiift  affnned  unto 
Maintenance  of  Life,  and  gave  him  a  Title  to  the 
reft  of  the  Creatures,  before  he  appointed  a  Law 
to  oblerve.  And  let  me  tell  you,  if  our  Adverfaries 
have  any  fuchDefign;  as  there  is  nothing  mo  e 
eafie,  than  to  impol'e  Religion  on  a  People  deprived 
of  their  Liberties ;  fo  there  is  nothing  more  hard 
than  to  do  the  fame  upon  Freemen. 

And  therefore  (Mr.  Speaker)  I  conclude  with  this 
Motion,  That  there  may  be  an  Order  prefently 
made,  that  the  firft  thing  this  Houfe  will  confider 
of,  fltall  be  the  reftoring  this  Nation  in  general  to 

the 
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it’s  Fundamental  and  Vital  Liberties;  the  Proper¬ 
ty  of  our  Goods,  and  Freedom  of  our  Perfons :  And 
that  then  we  will  forthwith  conlider  of  the  Supply 
delired. 

And  thus  we  Ihall  difcharge  the  Truft  repofed  in 
us,  by  thofe  that  fent  us  hither.  His  Majefty  will 
lee,  that  we  make  more  than  ordinary  hafte  to  fa- 
tisfie  his  Demands;  and  we  Ihall  let  all  thofe 
know,  that  feek  to  haften  the  matter  of  Supply, 
that  they  will  fo  far  delay  it,  as  they  give  Inter¬ 
ruption  to  the  former. 


Mr.  Waller V  Speech  in  Parliament ,  at 
a  Conference  of  both  Houfe  sin  the  Paint¬ 
ed ,  Chamber  July  6,  1641. 

Mr  lo  \d  s, 

I  A  M  commanded,  by  the  Houfe  of  Commons, 
to  prefent  you  with  thefe  Articles  againft 
Mr.  Juftice  Crawley,  which  when  your  Lord- 
Ihips  Ihall  have  been  pleafed  to  hear  read,  I  (hall 
take  Leave  according  to  Cuftom)  to  fay  fomethino- 
of  what  I  have  collected  from  ihe  Senfe  of  thac 
Houle,  concerning  the  Crimes  therein  contained. 

Then  the  Charge  vcas  read,  containing  his  extrajudici¬ 
al  Opinions  full fcri  bed,  and  Judgment  given  jor  Ship- 
Mony ;  and  afterward ,  a  Declaration  in  his  Charge 
at  ait  Mjftz.e,  That  Ship-Many  was  fo  inherent  a  Height 
-,a  the  Crown,  that  it  would  not  be  tn  t he  Power  of  a 
Parliament  to  take  it  away. 

N  S 


My 


274  Speeches  on  fever al  Occafmns. 

My  Lords, 

NO  T  only  my  Wants,  but  my  Affeftions  ren¬ 
der  me  lefs  fit  for  this  Employment ;  for 
though  it  has  not  been  my  Happinefs  to  have  the 
Law  a  Part  of  my  r, reeding,  there  is  no  Man  ho¬ 
nours  that  Profeffion  more,  os  has  a  greater  Reve¬ 
rence  towards  the  grave  Judges,  the  Oracles  there¬ 
of.  Out  of  Parliament,  all  our  Courts  of  Juftice 
ate  govern’d  or  directed  by  them ;  and  when  a 
Parliament  is  cali’d,  if  your  Lordfliips  were  not 
affifted  by  them,  and  the  Houfe  of  Commons  by 
other  Gentlemen  of  that  Robe,  Experience  tells 
us,  it  might  run  a  Hazard  of  being  ftiled  Parliamen- 
utm  ind  cfomm.  But  as  all  Proteffions  are  obnoxi¬ 
ous  to  the  Malice  of  the  ProfelTors,  and  by  them 
ffloft  ealily  betray’d  ;  fo  (my  Lords)  thefe  Articles 
have  told  you,  how  thefe  Brothers  of  the  Coif  are 
become  fratres  in  malm  how  thefe  Sons  of  the  Law 
have  torn  out  the  Bowels  of  their  Mother.  But 
this  Judge  (whofe  Charge  you  laft  heard)  in  one 
Expreflion  of  his,  excels  no  lefs  his  Fellows  than 
they  have  done  the  worft  of  their  Predeceflors,  in 
this  Confpiracy  againft  the  Common-wealth.  Of 
the  Judgment  for  Ship-Mony,  and  -hole  extrajudi¬ 
cial  Opinions  preceding  the  fame  'wherein  they  are 
jointly  concern’d)  you  have  already  heard:  How 
unjuft  and  pernicious  a  Proceeding  that  was  in  fo 
publick  a  Caufe,  has  been  fufficiently  exprefs’d  to 
your  Lordlhips.  But  this  Man,  adding  Delpair  to 
our  Mifety,  tells  us  from  the  Bench,  that  Ship- 
Mony  was  a  Right  fo  inherent  in  the  Crown,  that 
it  would  not  be  in  the  Po  er  of  an  Aft  of  Parlia¬ 
ment  to  take  it  away.  Hereji:  (my  Lords)  he  did  not 
only  give  as  deep  a  Wound  to  the  Common -wealth 
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as  any  of  the  rell,  but  dipt  his  Datt  in  fuch  a  Poi- 
fon,  that,  lo  fat  as  in  him  lay,  it  might  never  re¬ 
ceive  a  Cure.  As  by  thofe  abortive  Opinions,  fub- 
Fcribing  to  the  Subverfion  of  our  Property,  before 
he  heard  what  cou’d  be  faid  for  ir,  he  prevented 
his  own  ;  fo  by  this  Declaration  of  his,  he  endea¬ 
vours  to  prevent  the  Judgment  of  your  Lordlhips 
too,  and  to  confine  the  Power  of  a  Parliament,  the 
only  Place  where  this  Mifchief  might  be  redrels’d. 
Sure  he  is  more  Wife  and  Learned,  than  to  believe 
himfelf  in  this  Opinion ;  or  not  to  know  how  ri¬ 
diculous  it  would  appear  to  a  Parliament,  and  how 
dangerous  to  himfelf,  and  therefore,  no  doubt, but 
by  laying  no  Parliament  could  abolifli  this  Judg¬ 
ment,  his  Meaning  was,  that  this  Judgment  had 
abolifh’d  Parliaments. 

This  Impofition  of  Ship-mony  fpringing  from 
a  pretended  Necelfity,  was  it  not  enough  that  it 
was  now  grown  Annual,  but  he  muft  entail  it  up¬ 
on  the  State  for  ever,  at  once  making  Necefiiry 
inherent  to  the  Crown,  and  Slavery  to  the  Sub¬ 
let.5  Neceflity,  which  difloiving  all  Law,  is  fo 
much  more  prejudicial  ro  his  Majefty  than  to  any 
of  us,  by  how  much  the  Law  has  invefted  his  Roy¬ 
al  State  with  a  greater  Power,  and  ampler  Fortune; 
for  fo  undoubted  a  Truth  it  has  ever  been,  that 
Kings,  as  well  as  Subjects,  are  involv’d  in  the  Con- 
fufion  which  Neceflity  produces,  that  the  Heathen 
thought  their  Gods  alfo  obliged  by  the  fame,  R.- 
rearaus  necejfitati  ejuam  nec  homines  nee  dii  fuperant: 
This  Judge  then  having  in  his  Charge  at  the  Aflize, 
declar’d  the  Diflolution  of  the  Law,  by  this  l'up- 
pos’d  Neceflity;  with  what  Conference  cou’d  he  at 
the  fame  Aflize,  proceed  to  condemn  and  punilh 

Men, 
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Men,  unlefs  perhaps  he  meant  the  Law  was  ftill 
in  fotce  fox  our  Deflruftion,  and  not  for  our  Pre- 
fervation ;  that  it  ihould  have  power  to  kill,  but 
none  to  protect  us  ;  a  thing  no  lefs  horrid,  than  if 
the  Sun  fcouid  burn  without  lighting  us,  or  the 
Earth  ferve  only  to  bury,  and  not  to  feed  and  nou- 
lilh  us.  But  (my  Lords)  to  demonftrate  that  this 
was  a  fuppolltitious,  impos’d  Neceffity,  and  fuch  as 
they  could  remove  when  they  pleas’d  ■,  at  the  laft 
Convention  in  Parliament,  a  Price  was  fet  upon  it, 
fir  twelve  Subfidies  you  jha.il  reverfe  this  Sentence  :  It 
may  be  laid  that  fo  much  Mony  would  have  remo¬ 
ved  the  prefent  Neceffity,  but  here  was  a  Rate  fet 
upon  future  Neceffity ;  for  twelve  Subfidies  you  fhall 
never  fuffer  Neceffity  again >  you  flcall  for  ever  abelijh 
that  ftidtment.  Here  this  Myfte.v  is  revealed,  this 
■Vizor  of  Neceffity  is  pull’d  off,  and  now  it  appears, 
that  this  Parliament  of  Judges  had  very  frankly 
and  bountifully  pielented  his  Maje  'y  with  twelve 
Subfidies,  to  be  levy 'd  on  your  Lordihips,  and  the 
Commons.  Certainly,  there  is  no  Privilege  which 
more  properly  belongs  to  a  Parliament,  than  to 
open  the  Purfe  of  the  Subjeft ;  and  yet  thefe  Judges, 
who  are  neither  capable  of  fitting  among  us  in  the 
Houfe  of  Commons,  nor  with  yoar  Lordfaips,  other- 
wife  than  your  Afliftants,  have  not  only  afunr’d 
to  themfelves  this  Privilege  of  Parliament,  but  pre¬ 
lum’ d  at  once  to  make  a  Prefent  to  the  Crown,  of 
all  that  either  your  Lordihips,  or  the  Commons  of 
England,  do,  or  hall  hereafter  poffefs. 

And  becaufe  this  Man  has  had  the  Boldnefs  to 
put  the  Power  of  Parliament  in  ballance  with  the 
Opinion  of  the  judges,  I  fhall  inrreac  your  Lord- 
Ihips  to  o'oferve  by-  way  of  Companion,  the  lo- 

lemn 
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lemn  and  fafe  Proceeding  @f  the  one,  with  the 
precipitate  Difpatch  of  the  other.  In  Parliament 
(as  your  Lordihips  know  well)  no  new  Law  can 
pals,  or  old  be  abrogated,  ’till  it  has  been  thrice 
read  with  your  Lordihips,  thrice  in  the  Commons 
Houfe,  and  then  it  receives  the  Royal  Affent;  fo 
that  ’tis  like  Gold  leven  times  purify’d:  Whereas 
thefe  Judges,  by  this  one  Refolution  of  theirs,  would 
petfwade  his  Majefty„  that  by  naming  Ncceffity  he 
might  at  once  difl'olve  (at  lealt  fiilpend)  The  great 
Charter  thirty  two  times  confirm’d  by  his  Royal 
Progenitors,  The  Petition  ot'  Right,  and  all  other 
Laws  provided  for  the  Maintenance  of  the  Right 
and  Property  of  the  Subjeft;  a  ftrange  Force  (my 
Lords)  in  the  Sound  of  this  word  NeceJJity,  that 
like  a  Charm  it  (hould  lilence  the  Laws,  while  we 
are  delpoil’d  of  all  we  have,  for  that  but  a  part  of 
our  Goods  was  taken  is  owing  to  the  Grace  and 
Goodnels  of  the  King;  for  fo  much  as  concerns 
thefe  Judges,  we  have  no  more  left  than  they  pet- 
li*ps  may  deferve  to  have,  when  your  Lordihips 
Hull  have  palled  Judgment  upon  them.  This  for 
the  negleft  of  their  Oaths,  and  betraying  thac  pub- 
lick  Trulf,  which  for  the  Confer  vat  ion  ofauiLaws 
was  repofed  in  them. 

Now  for  the  Cruelty  and  Unmcrcifulnefs  of  this 
Judgment.  You  may  pleale  to  lemember  that  in 
the  old  Law  they  were  forbid  to  leech  a  Kid  in  his 
Mother’s  Milk;  of  which  the  receiv’d  Interpreta¬ 
tion  is,  that  we  lhould  not  ufe  that  to  the  De- 
ftruftion  of  any  Creature,  which  was  intended  for 
its  Prelervation :  Now  (my  Lords)  God  and  Na¬ 
ture  have  given  us  the  Sea  as  our  bell  Guard  againft 
our  Enemies)  and  our  Ships  as  our  greateft  Glory 

above 
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above  other  Nations;  and  how  baibaroufly  would 
thefe  Men  have  let  in  the  Sea  upon  us,  at  once  to 
vvaih  away  our  Liberties,  and  to  overwhelm,  if  not 
our  Land,  all  the  Property  we  have  therein,  ma¬ 
king  the  Supply  of  our  Navy  a  Pretence  for  the 
Ruin  of  our  Nation;  for  obferve,I  befeech  you, the 
Fruit  and  Confequence  of  this  Judgment,  how  this 
Mony  has  profpered,  how  contrary  an  Effett  it  has 
had  to  the  End,  for  which  they  pretended  to  take 
it:  On  every  County  a  Ship  is  annually  impos’d, 
and  who  would  not  expeft,  but  our  Seas  by  this 
time  ihould  be  covered  with  the  number  of  our 
Ships :  Alas  (my  Lords)  the  daily  Complaints  of 
the  decay  of  our  Navy  tell  us  how  ill  Ship-mony 
has  maintain’d  the  Sovereignty  of  the  Sea  ;  and  by 
the  many  Petitions  which  we  receive  from  the 
Wives  of  rhofe  miferable  Captives  at  ^Algier ,  (be¬ 
ing  between  four  and  five  thouland  of  our  Country 
Men)  it  does  too  evidently  appear  that  to  make 
us  Slaves  at  home,  is  not  the  way  to  keep  us  from 
being  made  Slaves  abroad;  lo  far  has  this  Judg¬ 
ment  been  from  relieving  the  prefenc,  or  preventing 
the  future  Necefiky,  that  as  it  changed  our  real 
Property  into  the  fhadov/  of  a  Property,  fo  of  a 
feign’d  it  has  made  a  real  Neceffity. 

A  little  before  the  Approach  of  the  Gauls  to 
1{ome,  while  the  %omans  had  yet  no  Apprehen¬ 
sion  of  that  Danger,  there  was  heard  a  Voice  in 
the  Ait  louder  than  ordinary,  The  Gauls  are  come-, 
which  Voice,  after  they  had  lack’d  the  City  ,and 
Belieged  the  Capitol,  was  held  fo  ominous,  th.,t 
Livy  relates  it  as  a  Prodigy  :  This  Anticipation  of 
Neceifity  feems  to  have  been  no  lefs  ominous  to 
us:  Thele  Judges,  like  ill  boding  Birds,  have  call’d 

Neceifity 
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Neceffity  upon  'the  State  in  a  time,  when  I  dare 
fay,  they  thought  fhemfelves  in  greateft  Security; 
but  if  it  feem  fuperftitious  to  take  this  as  an  O- 
men,  fure  I  am,  we  may  look  on  it  as  a  Caufe  of 
the  unfeigned  Neceffity  we  now  fuffer;  for  what 
Regret  and  Difcontent  had  this  Judgment  bred  a- 
mong  us  r  And  as  when  the  Noife  and  Tumult  in 
a  private  Houfe  grows  fo  loud  as  to  be  heard  into 
the  Streets,  it  calls  in  the  next  Dwellers  either 
kindly  to  appeafe,  or  to  make  their  own  ule  of 
domeftick  Strife;  fo  in  all  likelihood  our  known 
Difcontents  at  home  have  been  a  concurrent  Caufe 
to  invite  our  Neighbours  to  vilit  us,  fo  much  to 
the  Expence  and  Trouble  of  both  thefe  Kingdoms. 

And  here,  my  Lords,  I  cannot  but  take  notice 
of  the  moft  fad  Effed  of  this  Oppreffion,  the  ill 
Influence  it  has  had  upon  the  ancient  Reputation 
and  Valour  of  the  Engiijb  Nation:  And  no  wonder, 
for  if  it  be  true  that  Oppreffion  makes  a  wife  Man 
mad,  it  may  well  fufpend  the  Courage  of  the  Va¬ 
liant:  The  fame  happened  to  the  %*>mans,  when 
for  Renown  in  Arras,  they  moft  excell’d  the  reft  of 
the  World;  the  Story  is  but  Ihort,  ’twas  in  the 
time  of  the  Decemviri,  (and  I  think  the  chief  Trou¬ 
bles  of  our  State  may  make  up  that  Number)  The 
Decemviri,  my  Lords,  had  fubverted  the  Lav/s,  fuf- 
pended  the  Courts  of  Juftice,  and  (which  was  the 
greateft  Grievance  both  to  the  Nobility  and  Peo¬ 
ple)  had  for  feme  Years  omitted  to  aflcmble  the 
Senate,  which  was  their  Parliament :  This,  fays 
the  Hiftorian,  did  not  only  dejeft  the  \emans,  and 
make  them  defpair  of  their  Liberty,  but  caufed 
them  to  be  lefs  valu’d  by  their  Neighbours:  The 
Sabin es  take  the  Advantage  and  invade  them  ;  and 

now 
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now  the  Decemviri  are  forc’d  to  call  the  long  de- 
lued  Senate,  whereof  the  People  were  fo  glad 
that  HofMus  belloque  grariam  habaerunt :  This  Af- 
fembly  breaks  up  in  Difcontent,  r.eveithelefs  the 
War  proceeds;  Forces  are  railed,  led  by  home  of 
the  Decemviri ,  and  with  the  Sabines  they  meet  in 
the  Field:  I  know  your  Loidihips  expert  the  Event: 
My  Author’s  Words  of  his  Country-men  are  thefe, 
Ne  quid  duShi  ant  anfpicio  Deccmvirorum  profcere  gere- 
rctur ,  vinci  fe  patiebantur.  They  chofe  racher  to  fuf- 
fer  a  prefent  Diminution  of  their  Honour,  than  by  Vi¬ 
ctory  to  confirm  the  Tyranny  of  their  new  Matters.  At 
their  Return  from  this  unfortunate  Expedition,  af¬ 
ter  fome  Diftempers  and  Expoitulations  of  the 
People,  another  Senate,  that  is,  a  lecond  Parlia¬ 
ment,  is  call’d,  and  there  the  Decemviri  are  quefti- 
on’d,  depriv’d  of  their  Authority,  imprifon’d,  ba- 
ni/h'd,  and  fome  lofe  their  l  ives;  and  foon  after 
this  Vindication  of  their  Liberties,  the  %gmans  by 
their  better  Succefs,  made  it  appear  to  the  World, 
that  Liberty  and  Courage  dwell  always  in  the  fame 
Breatt,  and  are  never  to  be  divorced.  No  doubt, 
my  Lords,  but  your  juftice  lhall  have  the  like  Ef¬ 
fect  upon  this  difpirited  People  ;  ’ris  not  the  Re- 
ftitution  of  our  Antient  Laws  alone,  but  the  Re- 
ttauration  of  our  Antient  Courage  which  is  expeft- 
ed  from  your  Lordlhips :  1  need  not  fay  any  thing 
to  move  your  juft  Indignation,  that  this  Man  fnou’d 
fo  Cheaply  give  away  that  which  your  Nobla  An- 
ceftors  with  fo  much  Courage  and  Induftry  had  fo 
long  maintained  :  You  have  often  been  told  how 
careful  they  were,  tho’  with  the  hazard  of  their 
Lives  and  Fortunes,  to  derive  thofe  Rights  and  Li¬ 
berties  as  entire  to  Pofterity  as  they  received  them 
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frcm  their  Fathers;  what  they  did  with  Labour 
you  may  do  with  Eafe:  What  they  did  with  Danger 
you  may  do  fecurely:  The  Foundation  of  our  Lav/s 
is  not  ihaken  with  the  Engine  of  War,  they  are  on¬ 
ly  Wafted  with  the  Breath  of  the'.e  Men,  and  by 
your  Breach  they  may  be  reftored. 

What  judgments  your  Predecefiets  have  given, 
and  what  Puniftiments  their  Predeceflbrs  have  fuffe- 
red  for  Offences  of  this  Nature,  your  Lordihips 
have  already  been  fo  well  informed,  that  1  lhall  not 
trouble  you  with  a  Repetition  ot  thofe  Precedents: 
Only  (my  Lords)  lomething  1  fliall  take  leave  to 
oblerve  of  the  Perlon  with  whofe  Charge  I  have 
prefented  you.  that  you  may  the  lefs  doubt  of  the 
Wilfulnefs  of  his  Offence. 

Kts  Education  in  the  Inns  of  Court,  his  conilanC 
Fraffice  as  a  Lounfellor,  and  his  Experience  as  a 
Judge  (contidefd  with  the  Mifchtef  he  has  done) 
makes  rt  appear  that  this  Progrels  of  his  thro’  the 
Law,  has  been  like  that  of  a  diligent  Spy  thro’  a 
Country,  into  which  he  meant  to  conduft  an  Enemy, 

To  let  you  fee  he  did  not  offend  for  Company, 
there  is  one  Crime  fo  peculiar  to  lrimlelf,  and 
of  fuch  Malignity,  that  it  makes  him  at  onceuncu- 
pable  of  your  Lordihips’  Favour, and  his  own  Sub- 
fifter.ee  incompatible  with  the  Right  and  Property 
of  the  SubjeA :  For  if  you  leave  him  in  a  capacity 
of  interpreting  the  Laws ;  has  he  not  declared  his 
Opinion,  That  your  Votes  and  Refolytions  againft 
Ship-mony  are  void,  and  that  it  is  not  in  the  Pow¬ 
er  of  Parliament  to  abolilh  that  judgment  2  To 
him,  my  Lords,  that  has  thus  play’d  with  the  Pow¬ 
er  of  Parliament,  we  may  well  apply  what  was  once 
faid  to  a  Goat  btowiing  on  a  Vine. 

v. 
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T^ode,  Caper,  vittm ,  tamen  bine  cum  ftabis  ad  aras 

In  tua  quod  fundi  cornua  poffit,  ent : 

He  has  crept  and  infring’d  the  Privileges  of  a 
banilh’d  Parliament;  bu.  now  it  is  returned,  he  may 
find  it  has  Power  enough  to  make  a  Sacrifice  of 
him,  to  the  better  Eftabiifliment  of  our  Laws;  and 
in  truth  what  other  Satisfa&ion  can  he  make  his 
injur’d  Country,  than  to  confirm,  by  his  Example, 
thofe  Rights  and  Liberties  which  he  had  ruin'd  by 
his  Opinion? 

For  the  Proofs,  my  Lords,  they  are  fo  manifeft, 
that  they  will  give  you  little  Trouble  in  the  Dif- 
quilition ;  his  Crimes  are  already  upon  Record, 
the  Delinquent  and  the  Witnefs  is  the  fame;  ha¬ 
ving  from  feveral  Seats  of  Judicature  proclaim’d 
himfelf  an  Enemy  to  our  Laws  and  Nation,  Ex  ore 
ftto  judicabitur.  To  which  purpofe  I  am  command¬ 
ed  by  the  Knights,  and  Citizens,  and  Burgefles  of 
the  Houfe  of  Commons,  to  delire  your  Lordfhips 
that  as  fpeedy  a  Proceeding  may  be  had  againft 
Mr.  Juftice  Cratvley,  as  the  Cctufe  of  Parliament 
will  permit, 


Mr.  WAL~ 
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Mr. IV A  L LER's  SPEECH 
in  the  Houfe  of  Commons, 
on  TuefJay ,  July  4.  1(543, 

Being  brought  to  the  Bar ,  and  having 
Leave  given  him  by  the  Speaker ,  fay 

what  he  con'd  for  himfelf  before  they 
proceeded  to  expel  him  the  Houfe. 

Mr.  Speaker, 

T  Acknowledge  it  a  great  Mercy  of  God,  and  a 
great  Favour  from  you,  that  I  am  ODce  more 
fuffered  to  behold  this  Honourable  AiTembly.  I 
mean  not  to  make  ufe  of  it  to  fay  any  thing  in 
my  own  Defence,  by  Juftification  or  Denial  of 
what  I  have  done ;  I  have  already  confeffed  enough 
to  make  me  appear  worthy,  not  only  to  be  put  out  of 
this  Houfe,  but  oat  of  the  World  too.  All  tr,y 
humble  R.equeft  to  you  is,  that  if  1  feem  to  you  as 
unworthy  to  live,  as  I  do  to  my  felf,  I  may  have 
the  Honour  to  receive  my  Death  from  your  own 
Hands,  and  not  beexpofed  to  a  Trial  by  the  Coun¬ 
cil  of  War:  Whac-ever  you  Ihall  think  me  worthy 
to  fuffer  in  a  Parliamentary  way,  is  not  like  to  find 
flop  any  where  elle. 


This 
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This  (Sir)  I  hope  you  will  be  plealed  for  your 
own  fakes  to  grant  me.  who  am  already  fo  mife- 
xable,  that  nothing  can  be  added  to  my  Calamity, 
but  to  be  made  the  Occahon  ef  creating  a  Piefident 
to  your  own  Difadvancage;  befides  the  Right  I 
may  have  to  this,  conlider,  I  beleech  you,  that  the 
Eye-  of  the  World  are  upon  you  ;.you  Govern  in 
Chief,  and  if  you  ihotild  expofe  your  own  Mem¬ 
bers  to  the  Puniihmeut  of  others,  it  will  be  thought 
that  you  either  want  Fower,  or  Leifure  to  chaftife 
them  your  felves:  Nor  let  any  Man  defpife  the  ill 
Confequence  of  l'uch  a  Prelldent  as  this  would  be, 
becaufe  he  feeth  not  prefently  the  Inconveniences 
which  may  enfue  :  You  have  many  Armies  on  foot, 
and  it  is  uncertain  how  long  you  may  have  Occa- 
fion  to  ufe  them.  Soldiers  and  Commanders  (tho* 

I  know  well  they  of  the  Parliament’s  Army,  excel 
no  lefs  in  Modefty  than  they  do  in  Courage)  are 
generally  of  a  Nature  ready  to  pretend  to  the  uc- 
mcft  Power  of  this  kind,  which  they  conceive  tq^ 
be  due  to  them,  and  may  be  too  apt,  upon  anycc- 
cation  of  Difcontent,  to  make  ufe  of  Inch  a  Prefi- 
dent  as  this.  In  this  very  Parliament  you  have 
not  been  without  fome  tafte  of  the  experience  here¬ 
of;  it  is  now  fomewhat  more  than  two  Years  fince 
you  had  an  Army  in  the  North,  paid  and  directed 
by  your  felves ;  and  yec  you  may  be  pleafed  to  re¬ 
member  there  was  a  conliderable  number  of  Offi¬ 
cers  in  that  Army,  which  joined  in  a  Petition  or 
Remonflrance  to  this  Houle,  raking  Notice  of 
what  fome  of  the  Members  had  faid  here,  as  they 
fuppofed,  to  their  Difadvautage,  and  did  little  lefs 
than  require  them  of  you  :  ’Tis  true  there  had  been 
fome  tampering  with  them,  but  what  has  happen’d 

at 
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at  one  time,  may  wifely  be  thought  polfible  to  fall 
out  again  at  another. 

Sir,  I  prefume  but  to  point  you  out  the  Danger  5 
if  it  be  not  juft,  I  know  you  will  not  do  me  the 
wrong  to  expofe  me  to  this  Ttial ;  if  it  be  juft, 
your  Army  may  another  time  require  the  fame  Ju- 
ftice  of  you,  in  their  own  Behalf,  againft  feme 
other  Member,  whom,  perhaps,  you  would  be  lefs 
willing  to  part  with.  Neceflity  has  of  late  forced 
you  into  untrodden  Paths  5  and  in  fuch  a  Cafe  as 
this,  where  you  have  no  Prefident  of  your  own, 
you  may  not  do  amifs  to  look  abroad  upon  other 
States  and  Senates,  which  exercife  the  Supreme 
Power,  as  you  now  do  here. 

I  dare  confidently  fay  you  Ihall  find  none,  either 
Anttent  or  Modern,  which  ever  expofed  any  of  their 
own  Order  to  be  tried  for  his  Life  by  the  Officers 
of  their  Armies  abroad,  for  what  be  did  while  he 
redded  among  them  in  the  Senate. 

Among  the  T^omAns  the  Practice  was  fo  contrary, 
that  fome  Inferior  Officers  in  the  Army  far  from 
the  City,  having  been  fentenced  by  their  General, 
or  Commander  in  Chief,  as  deferving  Death  by 
their  Difcipline  of  War,  have  neverthdefs  (becaufe 
they  were  Senators)  Appealed  thither,  and  the  Caufe 
has  received  a  new  hearing  in  the  Senate.  Not  to 
life  more  Words  to  perfuade  you  to  take  heed  that 
you  wound  not  your  felves  thorough  my  Sides,  in 
violating  the  Privileges  belonging  to  your  own  Per- 
fons ;  I  ihall  humbly  defire  you  to  confuler  likewife 
the  Nature  of  my  Offence,  not  but  that  1  ihould  be 
much  afhamed  to  fay  any  thing  in  diminution 
thereof  :  God  knows  ’tis  Horrid  enough,  for  the 
Evil  it  might  have  occalioned  i  but  if  you  look  near 
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ir,  it  may  perhaps  appear  to  bs  rather  a  Civil  than 
a  Martial  Crime,  and  fo  to  have  Title  to  a  Trial 
at  the  Common  Law  of  the  Land:  there  may  juft- 
ly  be  fome  Difference  put  between  Me  and  Others 
in  this  Bufinefs. 

1  have  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  other  Army, 
or  any  intention  to  begin  the  offer  of  Violence  to 
any  body.  It  was  only  a  Civil  Pretence  to  that  which 
1  then  Foolifhly  conceived  to  be  the  right  of  the 
Subjeft.  1  humbly  refer  it  to  your  Confederations, 
and  to  your  Confciences.  I  knoVv  you  will  take 
care  not  to  lhed  the  Blood  of  War  in  Peace ;  that 
Blood  by  the  Law  of  War,  which  hath  a  Right  to 
be  tried  by  the  Law  of  Peace. 

For  fo  much  as  concerns  my  Self  and  my  Part  in 
this  Eufinefs,  (if  1  were  worthy  to  have  any  thing 
lpoken,  or  patiently  heard  in  my  Behalf)  this  might 
truly  be  faid,  that  1  made  not  this  Bufinefs,  but 
found  it ;  it  was  in  other  Mens’  hands  long  before 
it  was  brought  to  me,  and  when  it  came,  I  extend¬ 
ed  it  not,  but  reftrain’d  it.  For  the  Propofitions 
of  letting  in  part  of  the  King’s  Army,  or  offering 
Violence  to  the  Members  of  this  Houfe,  I  ever  dif- 
allowed,  and  utterly  rejefted  them. 

What  it  was  that  mov’d  me  to  entertain  Difcourfe 
of  this  bufinefs  fo  far  as  I  did,  I  will  tell  you  in- 
genuoufly,  and  that  rather  as  a  warning  for  others, 
than  that  it  makes  any  thing  for  my  felf ;  it  was 
only  an  Impatience  of  the  Inconveniences  of  the 
prefent  War,  looking  on  things  with  a  carnal  Eye, 
and  not  minding  that  which  chiefly  (if  not  only) 
ought  to  have  been  confider’d,  the  ineftimable  va¬ 
lue  of  the  Caufe  you  have  in  Hand,  the  Caufe  of 
Gad  and  of  Religion,  and  the  Neceflities  you  are 

forced 
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forced  upon  for  the  Maintenance  of  the  fame;  as 
a  juft  Punifhment  for  this  Negleft,  it  pleafed  God 
to  defert  and  fuffer  me,  with  a  fatal  Blindnefs,  to 
be  led  on,  and  ingaged  in  fuch  Councils  as  were 
wholly  dilpropoition’d  to  the  reft  of  my  Life:  this 
(Sir)  my  own  Confcience  tells  me  was  the  caufe  of 
my  failing,  and  not  Malice,  or  any  ill  Habit  of 
Mind,  or  Difpolition  toward  the  Commonwealth, 
or  to  the  Parliament.  For  from  whence  ihould  I 
have  it  ?  If  you  look  on  my  Birth  you  will  not  find 
it  in  my  Blood :  I  am  of  a  Stock  which  hath  born 
you  better  Fruit.  If  you  look  on  my  Education,  it 
hath  been  almoft  from  my  Childhood  in  this  Honfe, 
and  among  the  beft  fort  of  Men  :  and  for  the  whole 
Pradice  of  my  Life  ’till  this  time,  if  another  were 
to  ipeak  for  me,  he  might  reafonably  fay,  that 
neither  my  Actions  out  of  Parliament,  nor  my  Ex- 
preflions  in  it,  have  favoured  of  Dif-affe&ioa  or 
Malice  to  the  Liberties  of  the  People,  or  Privileges 
of  Parliament. 

Thus  (Six)  I  have  fet  before  your  Eyes,  both  my 
Perfon  and  my  Cafe,  wherein  I  ihall  make  no  fuch 
Defence,  by  denying,  or  extenuating  any  thing,  I 
have  done,  as  ordinary  Delinquents  do.  My  Ad- 
drefs  to  you,  and  all  my  Plea  Ihall  only  be  fuch  as 
Children  ufe  to  their  Parents,  I  have  offended;  I 
confefs  it ;  I  never  did  any  thing  like  it  before;  it 
is  a  Paflage  unfuitable  to  the  whole  Courfe  of  my 
Life  befide ;  and  for  the  time  to  come,  as  God  that 
can  bring  Light  out  of  Darknefs,  hath  made  this 
in  the  Event  ufeful  to  you,  fo  alfo  hath  he  to  me: 
You  have  by  it  made  an  happy  Difcovery  of  your 
Enemies,  and  I  of  my  felf,  and  the  Evil  Principles 
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I  walk’d  by;  fo  that  if  you  look  either  on  what  T 
have  been  heretofote,  or  what  I  now  am,  and,  by 
God’s  Grace  affifting  me,  ihall  always  continue  to 
be,  you  may  perhaps  think  me  fit  to  be  an  Exam¬ 
ple  of  your  Compaffion  and  Clemency. 

Sir,  I  Hull  no  foonet  leave  you,  but  my  Life  will 
depend  on  your  Breath;  and  not  that  alone,  but  the 
Subfiftence  of  fome  that  are  more  innocent.  I  might 
ihew  you  my  Children,  whom  the  Rigour  of  your 
Juftice  would  make  compleat  Orphans,  being  alrea¬ 
dy  Motherlefs.  1  might  ihew  you  a  Family,  where¬ 
in  there  are  fome  unworthy  to  have  their  ihare  in 
that  mark  of  Infamy  which  now  threatens  us.  But 
fomething  there  is„  which  if  I  could  ihew  you,  would 
move  you  more  than  all  this,  it  is  my  Heart,  which  ' 
abhors  what  I  have  done,  and  is  more  fevere  to  it 
felf,  than  the  fevereft  Judge  can  be:  A  Heart 
(Mr.  Speaker)  fo  awaken’d  by  this  Affliction,  and 
fo  intirely  devoted  to  the  Caufe  you  maintain,  that 
X  earneftly  defire  of  God  to  incline  you,  fo  to  di- 
fpofe  of  me,  whether  forLife  or  forDeath;  as  may 
rnoft  conduce  to  the  Advancement  thereof. 

S  r,  not  to  trouble  you  any  longer,  if  I  Die,  I 
ihall  Die  praying  for  you;  ifl  Live,  I  ihall  live 
(erving  you,  and  rennet  you  back  the  Uie  and  1m- 
ployment  of  all  thole  Days  you  'Stall  add  to  my  , 
Life. 

lifter  this,  having  withdrawn  him  felf ,  he  eras  called 
in  again,  and  {being  by  the  Speaker  required  thereto) 
gave  them  an  exact  Account  horn  he  came  frft  to  the 
Knowledge  of  this  Bafwefs,  as  alfo  -what  Lords  were 
acquainted  therewith,  or  had  engaged  tbemfeli/is  there - 


